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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 





E DO NOT WISH to obtrude thoughts of business upon this merry 
Democratic Thanksgiving-time; but we have a suggestion to make 
to the gentlemen recently elected to the Fifty-Second Congress that 

seems to us valuable enough to be a contribution to the general joyousness. 
And as it is a suggestion that may be useful to any party, in or out of 
power, our Republican friends may also accept it, with our compliments. 

* 


Here is the suggestion : Let them select from their number — we 
refer to the Democrats when we use the word number — one bright, intel- 
ligent, clever man, young enough to learn new ideas, and old enough not 
to be swayed by every voice —a man like Ashbel P. Fitch, for instance 
‘— find for him a convenient ailment, such as weakness of the lungs, ar- 
range to have it possible for him to be absent during the whole session ; 
pair him with a Republican; (something easily done if the Republicans 
adopt the suggestion, too,) subscribe one and all to a fund of sufficient size 
to enable .hifn’ to travel at his ease, and send him. forth to go all over the 
country, instructed to write to the Speaker of the House from every place 
he visits, giving an exact report of the temper of the people and the opinions 
prevailing among all sorts and conditions of men: such reports to be used 
as a guide to and check upon legislation. 

* ” * 

In this way the dominant power in Congress may learn whether the 
course it is pursuing is likely to make it the dominant power at the next 
election, or to alienate the support on which it relies. It is unwise and far 
from economical, it seems to us, for a party to wait to learn the country’s 
opinion until the expression of that opinion, if it happens to be unfavor- 
able, puts the party out of power. The time to know if the people dis- 
approve of the steps the party is taking is the time when those steps may 
be retraced. Suppose that the Republicans had put into practice such a 
scheme as we have suggested, and had sent one of their number around 
the country to make report of what the people said of the Fifty-First 
Congress. Suppose that instead of disregarding Mr. Herman Lehlbach’s 
warnings and protests, they had sent him, or Mr. Plumb, or some other 
broad-minded, sensible man, to go through the land and keep them advised 
of the opinions of the people. Suppose they had not waited to know what 
the people thought until they themselves were once more back among the 


people. Would it not have been better for the Republican party ? — even 
if its leaders received —as they would have received —such letters as these: 
+ " * 
DANVILLE, ILLi5.........5 5.6 1890. 


DEAR’ MR. REED: 

Drop Cannon right off. He is not worth fighting for. If you want 
a Republican representative from this district, sit down on Cannon. Noth- 
ing can save him. The Democrats are fairly bedeviling our boys, who 
have no reply to make. A Republican can’t go to the grocery to buy a 
barrel of flour, or to the Post-office after his mail, without getting the 
grand guy. ‘Nice sort of man you fellows send to Congress,” the Demo- 
crats say. And the women are just wild; and the newspapers have to 
follow the women’s lead, or lose lots of subscriptions. Drop Cannon, and 
then the boys can answer: ‘¢ That’s the way we Republicans discipline a 
blackguard when he slips into our ranks.” Drop him. It will pay. 


Yours truly, 
* ; * 
New YORK........ 1890. 
DEAR MR. LODGE: 

I think it would be advisable to go very slow with your bill. The 
people here have a new election law, and they seem pretty fairly disposed 
to live up to it. They have a very large Southern trade, and are in con- 
stant communication with the Southern people. There is a general feeling 
that you Massachusetts folk know more about Chicago than you do about 
Atlanta; and that you are fifteen or twenty years back in your notions of 
Southern politics. In this city they have been greatly and unnecessarily 
irritated by federal interference. Federal recounts wceuld not be popular 
here or in New Jersey. Conservative Republicans al] over feel that you 
are crowding the mourners. 

Yours truly, 


PUCK. 


WHELs Point, TEXAS,........ 1890. 


DEAR MR. REED: 

Don’t you think you are carrying this triumphant majority business a 
little too far? The people here are making a hero of Kilgore for kicking 
the door through when you tried to lock the minority in. I have found 


much the same feeling in all the States I have passed through. The 
general impression is that you are over-doing it. 
Yours truly, 
* * 
CALICO X-RoaDs, IA., ........ 1890. 


DEAR MR. MCKINLEY: 

That bill of yours will never do, as it stands. I do not know what 
economic revolution it may affect; but I do know that it is eminently well 
calculated to enrage the entire populace. Take this little place, for 
example. All the trading is done at the general store. The shop-keeper 
sells everything — groceries, bread-stuffs, bacon, molasses, linen, cotton, 
and woolen goods, hardware, ‘ notions,” canned goods, haberdashery, 
farm implements, etc. You have so put up the duties that the manu- 
facturers will raise their prices on the most important of the commodities 
that the shop-keeper deals in. He can not raise his price on dry goods, 
(for one instance,) to meet your raise. The people weuld takeJay Gould’s 
advice in earnest, and wear one coat where they now wear two. He must 
sell dry goods, to hold his trade; and he must sell at cost or at a loss; and 
must make up the difference by a general raise, distributed all along the 
line. This will start the women up, and there will be no peace for the 
men. For heaven’s sake, if you mus? raise the tariff, don’t raise it on 
articles of daily consumption, that will be talked about in every house. It 
won’t take more than a few hundred thousand domestic rows to defeat the 
Republican party for good and all. 


Yours truly, 


* 
* * 


It might not have been pleasant for the leaders of the Republican 
party to receive letters of this sort—but if they had received a few such 
letters from one of their own members, and had heeded the advice thus 
given them, there would be more of them in Washington a year from next 
December, and fewer of them, at that date, back among those who were 
lately their constituents, learning the lesson that they might have learned 
last Summer. The Democratic majority in the Fifty-Second Congress is 
respectfully reminded that History Repeats Itself. 


THE CHRISTMAS PUCK 


WILL BE PUBLISHED NEXT 


WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 53RD, {890. 


It will be the regular issue of Puck for that week, but the price will be 


TWENTY-FIVE CENTS; 


Because it will contain 48 PAGES. 

Because it will contain g Full-page Cartoons and illustrations, 
printed in Colors. 

Because it will contain a double-page cartoon by Joseph Keppler. 

Because it will be crowded with pictures by PUCK’s best artists, 
printed in colors in PUCK’s best style. ; 

Because it will be filled with the best short staries, dialogues, para 
graphs and poems by PUCK’s best contributors, 

Because it will be the best Christmas number PucK has yet produced. 








“«W-W-Why are you walking up and down with those bundles under your arms ?”’ 
“‘ Twaining for the pwomenade on the ahv’noo, deah boy.”’ 
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BALLADS OF THE TOWN. 


| TAKE my chaperon to the play — 
She thinks she’s taking me. 

And the gilded youth who owns the box, 
A proud young man is he— 

But how would his young heart be hurt 
If he could only know 
That not for his sweet sake I go 
Nor yet to see the trifling show; 

But to see my chaperon flirt. 


Her eyes beneath her snowy hair 
They sparkle young as mine; 
There ’s scarce a wrinkle in her hand 
So delicate and fine. 
And when my chaperon is seen, 
They come from everywhere — 
The dear old boys with silvery hair, 
With old-time grace and old-time air, 
To greet their old-time queen. 





THE CHAPERON. 


They bow as my young Midas here 
Will never learn to bow, 
(The dancing-masters do not teach 
That gracious reverence now;) 
With voices quavering just a bit, 
They play their old parts through, 
They talk of folk who used to woo, 
Of hearts that broke in ’fifty-two— 
Now none the worse for it. 


And as those aged crickets chirp 
I watch my chaperon’s face, 
And see the dear old features take 
A new and tender grace— 
And in her happy eyes I see 
Her youth awakening bright, 
With all its hope, desire, delight — 
Ah me! _ I wish that I were quite 
As young—as young as she! 


HT. C. Bunner. 























THE NEW ENGLAND WAY. 


SYMPATHETIC VisITOR.— You must be suffering awfully, Aunt 
Mehitabel. I wish I could do something for you. 

AUNT MEHITABEL.—Thank you, child, my son's folks has done 
everythin’ thet wuz to be done. Tom he druv over to Centreville 
yistiddy, and brung ¢wo doctors, and they drawed up the longest pre- 
scription you ever see, an’ Elviry hed it put up, and there 't is on 
the chimbly-piece. Oh, we ‘ve done all 't could be done. 

SYMPATHETIC VISITOR.— But you don't seem to have taken any 
of the doctors’ medicine, Aunty ? 

AUNT MEHITABEL (indignantly).—Taken it? Law sakes, no! I 
would n't put any of their dratted stuff in my stummick — not fer a farm! 


THE THANKSGIVING GAME. 





W* LEFT the pumpkin-pie untasted, 
Left before the coffee came, 

Many precious minutes wasted 

Going to the foot-ball game. 


Heard a rival college call, 
Heard the victors’ chorus swelling — 
Yet saw not the game at all. 


Held sweet Phyllis all the while — 
What was foot-ball to the glory 
That I found in her bright smile? 


Va Flavel Scott Mines. 





AFTER THE PLAY. 
Mrs. CURTIN.— How did you like the acting, dear? 


Mr. CurTIN.—I can’t say I enjoyed it very much; but still I suppose 
one ought to be satisfied at seeing ‘‘ Hamlet” played by a genuine ham. 


WHY SHE WAS INTERESTED. 


Mrs. TuxEDO.—What is Worth’s religion? ~ 
Mr. TUXEDO.—I don’t know. 


you can have him make your robes in the next world? 


EQUAL TO THE OCCASION. 


TRAMP (fo LADY OF THE HOUSE).—Can you tell me what time it is? 

LADY OF THE HousE.—Ten o’clock. 

TRAMP (regretfully ).— Ah! I did n’t know but it was dinner time; 
but, no matter, madam, could you give me a ten o’clock collation? 


REFUSAL WOULD HAVE SPOILED IT. 


Mrs. GRAPPLING.—Why was it that you took me to be your wife? 
MR. GRAPPLING. 
cepted me. 





Oh, your pleasant engaging way! 





PUCK. 


We heard some college youngsters yelling, 


The game was played — but love’s old story 


Do you wish to profess it, so that 








WHY THEY ARE NEVERTHELESS THANKFUL. 


President Harrison, because his family is well provided for, at all 
events. 

Vice-President Morton, because there is still a Republican majority in 
view in the Senate. 

Mr. Speaker Reed, because he slid inside before the Cyclone struck. 

Col. Shepard, because Balaam’s is dead, and he is without a rival. 

Superintendent Porter, because no one can accuse him of seeing 
double. 

Queen Victoria, because England acknowledges no king. 

. The Czar of Russia, because he has not yet been dispersed. 

The Emperor William, because he does n’t live with his grandmother. 

The Workingman, because the McKinley bill does not put a tax on 
air and cold water. 

The Prince of Wales, because his Mama has n’t got to live her life 
over again. 

Jay Gould, because he can afford to live, whatever the G. O. P. does. 


A DELAYED CELEBRATION. 


’T was on a bleak November morn 
The Turkey offered his Thanksgiving; 
He waited for the Friday’s dawn, 
-And thanked his stars that he was living! 


MAMMON’S' TEMPLE. 


HARTY.— Can it be that old Scadds was at his office all day Thanks- 
giving? 
KIRK.—Why, yes; he followed out the recommendation to “repair 
to his place of worship.” 
EVOLUTION. 
The dialogue and paragraph 
Afford us but a moment’s laugh; 
Pad them with words, and then you ’ll see 
The essay and the comedy! 


PREMATURE REJOICING. 
«Hooray !” screamed the young turkey; ‘‘ Thanksgiving Day is gone, 
and I’m still here.” 
««Shut up!” said the old gobbler; ‘‘ you evidently have never heard 
of Christmas.” 
MEN, WOMEN AND DRESS. 


” 


-‘Dress makes the man,” we often hear, 
And self-made men are deemed successes; 
But woman never will appear, 
Unless she ’s poor, in self-made dresses. 








HARD LUCK. 


LONELY (a South African bachelor).--\t's pretty rough, 
at this glad Thanksgiving season, when happy families are 
going to gather around their festive boards, that I've got to 
sneak away and dine at the club alone. 
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THE TRANSFORMATION OF A PAYING TELLER. 






















PAYING TELLER.— Good morning ! — - your check — 


talk over some plan for getting our 
train back on. the track. 

REED.—We ’d better get right 
out into the dark night, into the 
howlin’ wind, and get down to busi- 
ness. There’s no use o’ makin’ 

a deliberative assembly out o’ this; 
because if we do, we ‘ll freeze to 
death. Come on! 


AFTER THE SMASH- UP. 


SCENE.—R. 2. Station, at Lonely- 
ville ; REED, MCKINLEY, HARRISON, 
ALDRICH and QUAY, Sitting on a 
bench. ) 

REED.—It was a pretty bad smash, 
Mack. 

McKINLEY.—I can’t understand 
how it happened, yet. Did we have 
too much steam on, think? 

REED.— P’r’aps. I was n’t notic- 
in’ the pressure so much. I wanted 
to put her through —and, say! she 
was hummin’, was n’t she? 

HARRISON. —I thought she was 
going too fast, all the time. 

REED.— Then why did n’t you say 


Morris Waite. 


A HAPPY DAY FOR HER. 


Mrs. HAAScH.— You seem to be 
spending a pleasant Thanksgiving, 
Mrs. Hamoneg. 

Mrs. HAMONEG. — Why, yes; 








somethin’, Benny, and not be settin’ on ie —Ricut END?! half of my boarders have been invited 
there clappin’ your hands as ‘though out to dine! 
you liked it. 
HARRISON.— What! Me say something? HAD NO COUNTRY COUSINS. 
McCKINLEY.— Did you notice that we were goin’ too fast, Aldrich? MR. GRANGER.— You have seen all the sights of the city, | suppose. 
ALDRICH.— No. I told Tom as long as he could count the telegraph Mr. CoENTIES.—Oh, no! I live here, You know. 
poles we’d be all right; but Christmas! I did n’t know he could count so 
like the devil. DON’T. 
REED.— Poke up that fire a little, Mack. It’s cold as Greenland’s icy SEEKER AFTER INFORMATION.— How do they do things among the 
mountains here. «* 400,” anyhow? 
MCKINLEY.—I ain’t monkeyin’ with NUMBER 399.— We have things done. 
the fire any more, thank you kindly. ‘uti ee Se 
What ’s that placard over your head, 3 cage, ED | ' HEARTFELT. 
Aldrich? | mm | lemme | WANAMAKER.— Mr. President, it 





seems quite appropriate that I 
should on this Thanksgiving 
Day take occasion to thank you 
for all you have done for me. 

HARRISON. — H’m, yes; 
well, I ’ve only myself to thank 
for all you ’ve done for me. 


ALDRICH.— It ’s something about 
freight tariffs. 

MCKINLEY. — Pull it down! 
I thought I saw something on 
it about tariffs. 

REED.—I can’t help think- 
in’ howwe was whizzin’. When 


we passed — ‘as 
MCKINLEY.— Stop, Tom! A PATRON OF ART. 
Don’t remind us of what we YY MR. PARVENEER. — How 


absurd to purchase ancestors 
at an auction sale of pictures! 

Mrs. UPHAM-UPHAM. — 
Very absurd! Your plan of 


passed. If we’d ’a’ just passed an 
nothin’ we ’d be better off to- si 
day. Gewhillikens! I wish 
we was out o’ this. I’m 


hungry. : ill, A A \ Se Y >4/; 4 es , — having them painted to order 
HARRISON.— Did Mr. Quay Zu 4 ' is much better. 
lose anything in the smash, Mr. J 


JOHNNY’S THANKSGIVING. 
Of course I did n’t quite forget 
To be polite —at first ; 

And then, I eat and eat and eat, 


Reed? 

REED.— All he had, Benny, 
which ain’t sayin’ much; but why 
don’t you ask him about it? There 


g a il I! 


he sets. Until I thought I'’d_ burst. 
ee ee Soe But Grandmama was awful nice 
I’ve asked him lots of things, but he Pane ama was ¢ , 
’ ” GREEK IN MODERN ATHENS. She had seen boys before; 
does n’t say a word. é ; ining Bs anh ) ;, 
ALDRICH.— Did you lose anythin PROFESSOR DIGAMMA (instructing young ladies in Homer). She said: ‘* Run round the table twice, 
; i 8 — Now, Miss Beaconhill, can you tell us why Achilles sulked And come and eat some more.” 


Benny? 


in his tent? 
HARRISON. — No; I didn’t have 


Miss CLYTEMNESTRA BEACONHILL (slightly confused). — 


anything but my hat. Er—ah—I believe it was because his fiancée flirted with A SAck SUIT— The Fight of a Dis- 
McKINLEY. — Well, we ’d better Agamemnon ! charged Official for Reinstatement, 
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’LISH’ POGRAM’S THANKSGIVING HOG. 


AN IDYL OF THE CONNECTICUT SHORE. 


A-AL, ENNYHAOUW, they’s enough meat in that critter 
ter help us aout consid’able when the snow begins ter 
fly, an’ work gits slack.” 

As Elisha Pogram said this, he looked proudly 
down on a huge hog which he had been fattening for 
Thanksgiving, and which he estimated would tip the 
scales at more than five hundred pounds, dressed. 
ll weil The fact was that Elisha had passed through a pretty 
rte “er hard Summer and Autumn; sickness, slack work, debt, 

the old story of ill luck, had melted the little pile laid away 
for a rainy day, and then, just as he was getting on his feet again, the 
Sheriff had swooped down on him, and carried off everything he could lay 
his hands on, to satisfy a judgement of old Deacon Darrer, the village 
store-keeper, for groceries, meat, and other supplies furnished while he was 
ill in the Summer. He would have seized the hog, too, but for a merciful 
Connecticut law, which allows the poor debtor to keep not only the imple- 
ments of his trade, but one pig, also. 

As may be imagined, Elisha Pogram did not feel very pleasantly 
toward Deacon Darrer, but he could not help smiling that evening when, 
as he turned to leave the sty, he saw the village store-keeper leaning over 
the fence, and gazing with envious eyes at the huge fat porker which was 
to see the Pogram family through until the next Spring. 

«¢ Step in, Deacon, an’ git a nearer look at the critter,” he said, with 
a grin. ‘Don’t it kinder make yer mouth water ter see such a big fat 
hog, an’ then reck’lect that litter o’ yourn ye ’ll hev ter feed all Winter? 
You ’d oughter go up ter Hartford next session an’ git them ter repeal that 
law, so’s you could grab this critter, tew, along o’ the rest o’ the stock.” 

‘¢ Sho, naouw, ’Lishy,” said the Deacon in a deprecatory way, ‘1 don’t 
want ye ter bear no malice just on accaount o’ that there little matter. 
Business is business, ye know, an’ a man’s gotter get the money that’s 
a-comin’ ter him. But I hain’t got no idea o’ bein’ hard on ye, ’Lishy ; 
why don’t ye drop araound some day, an’ mebbe I kin do suthin’ tew help 

ye aout a mite?” 
H ‘¢ Thank ye kindly, Deacon,” rejoined the other; ‘but 
naouwadays I hev ter stop putty close ter home 
; ter watch that nobody don’t steal that hog 
by process o’ law or other ways.” 
‘¢Waz-al, ’Lishy,”’ said Deacon Darrer, 
as he moved away, ‘I’ve always 
hearn tell ez haouw a soft answer 
turneth away wrath, an’ if ye like 
ter come in an’ be neighborly 
enny time, ye ’Il be welcome.” 
ee At the weekly prayer-meeting 
my that night, Deacon Darrer sat in his 
accustomed corner seat, serenely 
i 4 stroking his long white beard, 
iL i || and apparently paying the closest 
na 








attention to the services, but in 

— ' reality thinking enviously of Elisha 
eS ayi- Pogram’s magnificent fat hog, and 
sadly of the late litter that he 
would have to feed till Spring, 
when they would be able to grub for themselves. Thirteen in the litter, 
and ail runts, every one of them; and there was ’Lishy, who owed him 
thirty dollars for meat and groceries! What right had he to keep that hog 
in his sty, instead of using it to pay his honest debts? It really seemed to 
the Deacon that he had a good deal to try his righteous soul. 

Two or three days later Elisha Pogram, walking swiftly along the East 
Road past the Darrer homestead, saw the Deacon gazing pensively into the 
sty wherein reposed the litter of thirteen little squealers— ‘all on ’em 
runts, tew ’ — to quote the pathetic words of their owner. 

Elisha paused beside the fence, and called to his creditor: «Them 
pigs o’ yourn growed enny since yesterday, Deacon?” 

«* Why, hulloa, ’Lishy! Be that you?” cried the other, in the genial, 
whole-souled tones that he always assumed when engaged in a horse trade, 
or some other form of legalized robbery. «« Step in,” he continued, pleas- 
antly; ‘I’ve been a-thinkin’ I’d oughter dew a leettle suthin’ ter kinder 
help ye aout, ’Lishy, an’ I’m a-goin’ ter make ye a present.” 

Elisha scaled the fence, and crossed over to the sty, wondering what 
had made Deacon Darrer so generous all of a sudden. 

«© Ye see,” said the Deacon, pleasantly, ‘bein’ ez it’s Thanksgivin’ 
time, an’ I don’t want ye ter hev no hard feelin’s, | thought I’d give ye 
one o’ them porkers. Pick aout a good un, ’Lishy, an’ take him along 
with ye. Feed him up a mite, an’ they ’ll be a good meal ter be got 
aouten him.” 

Elisha selected a squeaking little porker, and departed with it safely 
tucked under his arm. Bill Perkins, the Deputy Sheriff, who happened 
along half an hour later, beheld Elisha watching the gambols of the little 
runt beside its huge companion. Bill had not called since the memorable 
occasion when he had carted away as many of the household effects as he 


could seize, and it was with some slight misgivings that Elisha saw him 
strolling leisurely across the garden patch. 

‘¢Goin’ ter kill a critter, ’Lish’?” observed the Sheriff. 

‘¢Yes,” replied Elisha, ‘‘an’ 

I think mebbe I’ll hev a 
hog-guessin’ match Thanks- ~ 
givin’ Day, fer ter make a is 
little fun in the neighbor. 

hood. What do ye think 

that runt ’ll weigh, Bill? 

But I ain’t a-goin’ tew - 
kill him. I’m a-savin’ 
him fer a curiosi- 
ty. Deacon Dar- 
rer gin him tew 
me, an’ I guess 
there hain’t no- 
body in these ’ere 
parts ez kin showa 
present from Dea- 
con Darrer.” 

‘«¢So ye ’ve 
got tew pigs naouw 
instead o’ one,” re- : Fa = s ' 
marked the Sheriff, as ogi a = 
he climbed into the me 
sty. ‘¢ Waz-al, ’Lishy, that’s 
one more ’n the law allows a debtor tew keep, an’ I ’ll hev tew levy onto 
one on ’em. I guess the big critter ll dew.” 


* 
* * 











When the legislature next assembled at Hartford, the story of ’Lish’ Po- 
gram’s Thanksgiving hog was duly recited by the member from his district, 
and the statute relating to seizure of goods for debt was at once amended 
so as to permit the poor debtor to keep two pigs instead of one. 

But it came too late to save poor ’Lish’ Pogram’s bacon. 


Jas. L. Ford. 


A LEGAL TRIUMPH. 


She would not sew his buttons on; 

He threatened her he ’d seek divorce. 
She let him have his way — and now 

He sews them on himself, of course. 





ON THE RHINE. 


‘TourIst.—What is the name of that mountain ? 

GERMAN PATRIOT. — Dot vas der Hohellenzuffenschwartz- 
keufelkimmelber — 

TourtIst.— Excuse me; but I wish also to learn the name 
of the castle on its summit, and I'm afraid we have n't time for 
both before we reach our landing. 




















PUCK. 
BOOKS FOR THE BUSY. 


One Minute Novelettes to be Read Between Times. 


I. 
RUPERT RODNEY’S THANKSGIVING. 


HE WOLF is at the door, Rupert.” 
The speaker was the usual violet-eyed, golden- 
haired, young wife of romance. 
Rupert was the ordinary poet of the young lady 
novelist — long, raven-black hair, gaunt features, 
threadbare clothes, and so on. 
The same old hunger stared them in the face; and, as 
usual, Thanksgiving was upon them, marked by a hiatus 
of turkey and cranberry-sauce. 

The exchequer had lost its last X, and the check- 
ers could not be found. - Naught remained to the woe- 
begone household but a large bundle of rejected 
manuscripts and a hunk of cannel coal. 

And in the midst of all this woe the wolf appeared 

at the door, and demanded the rent. 
In vain did Rupert plead. 

«« Pay or go!” demanded the wolf, seizing the poet’s necktie and col- 
lar, which the rising poet had not yet put on—he was like most other 
poets, rising late. 

«©Consider my wife and child!” importuned the 










unhappy man, 
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THE WORM— 


WEARY RAGGLES (¢o his companion ).— 
Wake up, Wayside! I say, ain't they 
some law ag’in’ this ruthless defacing of 
nat’ral scenery by commercial vandals? 


forgetting for the moment that he had no 
children. 

‘«<Put up or shut up!” roared the wolf. 
} hunger. 
terror. 
fatigue. 
cold. 

‘«« By this prostrate form I abjure you!” 
sobbed Rupert. 

‘«¢] am adamant,” retorted the wolf. 

And as he spoke, the postman’s whistle 
was heard at the gate. 

The letter was for Rupert! 


* 
+ * 


That evening, as the poet and his wife sat 
before the blazing fire, the remains of a 
seventeen-pound turkey still smoking on the 
table, and’ quarts of unconsumed cranberry sauce 
blushing under the soft light of the cloisonné lamp, 
Mrs. Rodney, smoothing her Worth costume with 
her delicate hand, said, as she nestled close to her 
husband: 


At this point Mrs. Rodney fainted from 
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— WILL TURN. 


WAYSIDE INNIS.— Excuse us, 
Mister; but could you oblige a 
couple of gents with the price of 
two good suits of clothes? 





CONCESSION. 


It represents George Wash- 


AN ARTISTIC 


T. TiriANs TRUCKLE. - 
ington surrendering his army to Cornwallis. 

BANCROFT BRYCE.—Haven't you mixed history a little ? 

TRUCKLE. — Yes; but the painting is for the Knicker- 
bocker Club; and they ‘re so English, you know, I was 


afraid of hurting their feelings. 


‘¢When did you write that poem, Rupert?” 

«¢Seven years ago,” replied Rupert. ‘+ It was accepted six years ago.” 
Then there was a deep silence for the required time; and as the fire- 
light flickered low in the grate, and the bell in the neighboring steeple told 
the hour of midnight, a little prayer of Thanks- 
giving went up from two devoted souls, 
coupled with a heartfelt request that all 
the blessings of the world might fall 
upon the heads of those proprietors of 

periodicals who pay on publication. 
? Carlyle Smith. 


NO NECK IN HIS, 
THE MINISTER. — Well, my little 
man, what are you thankful for, to-day ? 
Boppy. — That the Thanksgivin’ 
dinner ’s mos’ ready. 


ALL A BLANK. 
‘¢Is the humor of McAllister’s book dragged 
in?” 
‘If it is n’t, it might be. 
conscious.” 


THEY WISH THEY HAD. 
Puck. —There is one thing you Republican 
high-tariff men forgot to tax. 
McKINLEY.— Indeed! I had n’t heard of it. 
What is it? 
Puck.— Your memory. 
BOOKS RECEIVED. 


Making Light of a Black Business. 
with «*In Darkest Africa.” 


ARNICA 
BRUISES 
RS 


It’s entirely un- 


Uniform 
By Henry M. Stanley. 


AN ECHO OF THE HORSE-SHOW. 


\ " «<I say,” said Mr. Mambrino King to the man 


in the box-office, ‘‘ give me two box-stalls, third 
row, please.” 
TIMELY. 
STRANGER.— Beg pardon, sir; but can you 
tell me the exact time? 
J. B. HAGGIN (absent-mindedly ).—1 : 35%. 
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THANKSGIVII 


By Puck's Patent W: 
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II. 


h 
"VE a deep respect for Christmas, and I always did regret Of all places for to come from, old New England is the best; 
That, having started New Year's Day, folks could n't keep it yet And it's boss to stay away from, as they know full well Out West; 
i in spirits — but its time has clean gone by; But there 's one day when New England gathers all her wandering fold, 
An And they all flock home to the farm-house and the punkin pies of old;; 


as to Wash'n'ton’s ae and even For'july — 
Why, we 're playing — on them — they somehow don’t just seem to work And if any tender sentiments in a fellow’s bosom lurk, 


So my heart is in Thanksgiving — have a Thanksgiving 's sure to fetch 'em — have a 
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Ss C y Thanksgiving in the miners’ ca 
Thanksgiving with McAllis 


= j 

A <p J _ ee e Here 's to ail who keep Thank 
» \ And may they have no end 

== And this old turk has done his 

He has gone the way of all 






III. 
It started in New England, about Sixteen-Twenty-Two — 
*T wa’ n't so festive in the Pilgrim days, but it kinder sorter grew, 
And when it made connection with the turk and punkin-pie 
Why, it hit the native populace just underneath the eye; 
en For eating of such victuals is a job no man will shirk 
Ottmann Lith.Co. puck sto. ny. Till the tariff puts false teeth up — have a 
bit 


— LET US BE TH 


turk ? 








IKSGIVING: DAY. 


PATENT WHITCOMB RILEY. 



























IV. 
And every ancient deacon, in that sorter shamefaced way _ 
That New England can't get rid of, when she takes a time for play, 
Chose the fattest of the turkeys, picked the biggest punkin out; 
While his wife and all the women-folk they humped ‘emselves about, 
And made the kind of pies the everlasting bun to jerk — 


We 've got one of ‘em coming — have a am 
i 


¥. 
I can see those grim old Puritans march out in single file, 
And go unto the meetin’ house ; stack arms right in the aisle; 
Take a sermon full of sulphur, raise a nasal song on high, 
And then go back to turkey, and the golden punkin pie — 
Preceded by a blessing far too unctuous for the kirk, 
And I ‘m blessed if I can blame them — have a 

















VII. 
n the miners’ camp: Thanksgivi : 
ng with McAllister, with Micky Fisn. with po 
vho keep Thanksgiving, and ma they eat and live 
whey how replied he~ Ld which their thanks to give. 
e his i i 
ne the way of all flesh ve, z —— 
Piece 
of 
pie? 


VI. 
And Fa march om a - tows started, Sixteen-Twenty-Two, 
as gone through the whole great country, and is still a-going th . 
America’s best holiday — her special and iar aan ao ee 
From Maine to Mendocino it is honored where it ’s known ; 
And the man who does n't know it — why, he 'd stab you with a dirk 
Just the way I cut this turkey — have a : 


BE THANKFUL! bit 


more 


turk ? 














VI. — Helpful Cyclones. 


HILE CROSSING KANSAS, somebody introduced the subject of cyclones. 

‘‘Don’t you live in perpetual dread of those devastating wind- 

storms — those terrible manifestations of the angry elements, commonly 
called cyclones?” asked the Massachusetts Parson. 


4 ‘« Well, not to any great extent,” answered the passenger from 


Sedgwick County. ‘* You see, we all have a cyclone-hole 
in the back-yard, and when the elements look a little 
too manifesting for comfort we take to kiver till 

the show ’s over. You don’t mind cyclones a 

great deal after you ’ve lived right among ’em for 
“- a while; and, besides, back East you only hear 
half the story. Cyclones, especially Kansas cy- 














ie ; clones, have their good freaks as well as bad. 
—— They ain’t always bent on devilment, but often 
do a man a big favor when he’s in a tight place. Why, 
last Summer, when Bill Simkins, whose ranch jines mine, was short of 
help, at harvest time, a cyclone come prancing along just as he finished 
cutting his five hundred acres of wheat, gathered every sheaf up clean and 
stacked it round his threshing-machine. Purtiest stacks that were ever 
seen in Sedgwick County, too; people come thirty miles to see ’em.” 

‘¢ That reminds me of a favor a-cyclone did me back in the Spring of 
78,” said the passenger from Sumner County: ‘I was then living up on 
the Smoky Hill River, on rented land. The outlook was n’t very glitter- 
ing, and so I made up my mind one morning to move down to Sumner 
County and take up a quarter section. I talked it over with my wife, 
and before long we had our traps together, ready to start. Well, that 
night a frolicsome but gentle and obliging cyclone picked up the house 
and entire outfit, and set ’em down safe and sound almost before you 
could say ‘scat!’ on the best unoccupied hundred and sixty acres in Sum- 
ner. Swept up the old ranch clean; did n’t leave behind a thing that 
was worth bringing away, and did n’t shake a brick off the chimney. 
Found my ax and wood-pile right by the back-door, too, as usual.” 

«¢ Did it move the well?” asked the consumptive passenger. 

«‘ Well, no,” answered the passenger from Sumner County; ‘ you 
see, the well belonged to the man who owned the ground.” 

«¢] remember that cyclone,” said the editor of the Wakarusa Bird 
of Freedom. But | have in mind another cyclone whose work was far more 
miraculous, and which saved many valuable lives, including my own. 

«‘I was returning from Dodge City, where I had been attending, as a 
delegate, a state temperance convention. Just a little bit west of Florence, 
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Bon VIVANT (inviting friend to Thanksgiving dinner).— 
Don't be late, my boy. We 're going to have terrapin, paté de 
foie gras, lobster salad, mince pie, some old fine Stilton cheese 
that I imported myself, and — 


the engineer spied a ‘wild’ freight coming round a curve toward us, with 
the throttle open. 

Some of the passengers, who were looking out of the windows, saw 
it almost at the same moment with the engineer, and their cheeks 
blanched, you may believe. We braced ourselves for the expected crash, 
and, though probably it was not more than five seconds, it seemed to be a 
year before I could draw another breath. Then somebody looked out 
of the. rear door. swung his hat and gave three cheers. The freight 
train, which a moment before had seemed to be coming 
down on us like the wolf on the fold, was now speed- adi 
ing away behind us toward the setting sun. \ 

‘*A bob-tailed cyclone, which had been 
hovering in our rear for half an hour i 
or so, had saved us. Jak 

¢¢At the very moment our , 
destruction had seemed in- 
evitable the cyclone had if 4 
caught up with us, our train % We 
had been lifted from the 
track, while the ‘wild’ freight 
had passed under us, and 
we had been set down 
again on the rails so softly 
that not even my pocket- 
flask was broken. Then 
the cyclone had gone 
on its way rejoicing. 

«¢ Of course, the en- — 
gineer stuck to his post, 
employees never ‘jump’ 
on the Santa Fé route, and 
we pulled into Florence on 
time. Conductor Brady growled 
a little, because, as he said, the 
‘thunderbolt’ was entitled to the right 
of way; and, according to railroad regulations, the cyclone should have 
lifted the freight and allowed our train to pass under; but, you may 
believe, we were all mighty glad the thing turned out as’well as it did, and 
none of us carried home any hafd feelings against the bob-tailed cyclone.” 

Scott Way. 





COULD BEAR. 
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DysPEPTIC STRANGER.— Hi! Stop the car, conductor! 
I want to get off at once! 





The pots and pans are shining 
Upon the kitchen shelf — 
The pot with porcelain lining — 
The pot of humble delf. 
The neatness of that kitchen 
Won’t cause surprise or shock 
When you know the household ’s rich in 
The LIEBIG COMPANY’s stock. 


PUCK. 





Cooking ’s no more a worry 
When every cook can find 
A stock that in a hurry , 
Can suit the daintiest mind. 
No weary, weary boiling 
Does LIEBIG’S EXTRACT need; 
She fears no heat, no toiling, 
Who LIEBIG’s rules will heed. 
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Her gravy is delicious; 
Her sauces lend a zest; 
The EXTRACT’S use judicious 
Makes soup that beats the best. 
Her dearest ‘‘ kitchen fixture ” 
Is the extract that you see; 
And she thanks, for each fresh mixture, 
The LIEBIG COMPANY. 
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“DANDRUFF should never | 


be neglected, because its natur- 


al end is in BALDNESS.” 


“The persistence of 
ITCHING is peace-de- 
stroying and exhausting 
to the vital powers.” 


SCRATCHING is not 


. nice, nor half as satisfying as 


@ SHAMPOO with 


PACKER’S TAR SOAP 


It is pure, mild, curative, and the ideal toilet soap. 
Physicians recommend its use as a preventive of, and 
remedy for dandruff, itching, baldness, and skin diseases. | 
Invaluable te travelers. 25 cents. All Druggists, or 


THE PACKER MFG. CO., 100 Fulton St., N.Y, 


a Sa pnpte, 10 cents, stamps. Mention Puck, 


SPEAKING of the Secret Service, did you ever attend a | 
i eo hurch mee ting ? - - -Yonkers State nhers Statesman. _ 


DSSKER 


BROTHERS’ 


reco ‘PIANOS, 


Gives Pearly White Teeth, Ruby Gums, Pure Breath, 
Cooling and Refreshing. 25 cts. Send for book “Care 
of Teeth” free. Wright & Co., Chemists, Detroit, Mich. 
Also in liquid or powder form. 
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THE REASON OF IT. 
Cit.—Why do New York gamblers dress so 
poorly? 
WitT.— Because the police live in brown-stone 
houses.— 7exas Siftings. 


DE Mascus. — Shall you go South for the 
Winter? 

St. AGEDORE.— No; I can get all the Winter 
I want right here.—.S¢. Joseph News. 





WITH a corn palace at Sioux City, and a sugar 
palace at Grand Island, all that the West lacks is 
a mint palace.—S+¢. Joseph News. 





PUCK’S | e 10 Cents. 
uimeany #9 MOARRIAGE 
No. 17. A FAILURE ? Newsdealers 





AN UNPLEASANT FAD 

Miss DE FAD (reading ).— 
to collect handkerchiefs of as many different kinds 
as possible. 

Mrs. DE FaD.—Humph! I guess that ’s 
what ’s the matter with our washerwoman.— 7he 
Epoch. 

Too MUCH TO STAND. 
LAWYER.—Well, Aunty, what can I do for you? 
AUNT EBONY.—I want a dee-vo’ce frum ma 

husban’, 

LAWYER.— What ’s he been doing? 

AUNT Esony.---- Doin’? Why, he done got 
relig’n, an’ we ain’t had a chickun on de table foh 
a month.—New York Weekly. 





MOTHERS BE SURE AND USE MRS. WINSLOW’S SOOTII- 
ING SYRUP for children teething. It soothes the child, sofiens the 
gums, allays all pain, cures wind colic and diarrhea. 25 cents a bottle 








What is 


NN 


CASTORIA 


IRMA QAGS 





Castoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants 
and Children. It contains ncithcr Opium, Morphine nor 
other Narcotic substance. It is a harmless substitute 

> for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor Oil. 
a It is Pleasant. Its guarantce is thirty ycars’ use by 
Millions of Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and allays 
feverishness. Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd, 
cures Diarrhoea and Wind Colic. Castoria relieves 
teething troubles, cures constipation and flatulency. 
Castoria assimilates the food, regulates the stomach 
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep. Cas= 
toria is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Friend. 


Castoria. 


“ Castoria is an excellent medicine for chil- 
dren. Mothers have repeatedly told me of its 
good effect upon their children.” 

Da. G. C. Oseoon, 
Lowell, Mass. 


* Castoria is the best remedy for children of 
which I am acquainted. I hope the day is not 
far distant when mothers will consider the real 
interest of their children, and use Castoria in- 
stead of the various quack nostrums which are 
destroying their loved ones, by forcing opium, 
morphine, soothing syrup and other hurtful 
agents down their throats, thereby sending 
them to premature graves.” 

Dr. J. F. KincHe.og, 
Conway, Ark. 





Castoria. 


“* Castoria is so well adapted to children that 
I recommend it assuperior toany prescription 


known to me.” 
H. A. Arcuaer, M. D., 


111 So. Oxford St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


“Our physicians in the children's depart- 
ment have spoken highly of their experi- 
ence in their outside practice with Castoria, 
and although we only have among our 
medical supplies what is known as regular 
products, yet we are free to confess that the 
merits of Castoria has wor us to look with 
favor upon it.” 

Unitep HospiTaL AND DISPENSARY. 
Boston, Maga. 





ALLEN C. SmiTH, Pres., 


The Centaur Company, T1 Murray Street, New York City, 
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THE CELEBRATED 


PIANOS 


Are at Present the Most Popular and Preferred by Leading Artists. 
Warerooms: 149, 151, 153, 155 E. 14th St., N. ¥. 


SOHMER & CO. 


CHICAGO, ILL.. 236 State Street. 


SAN FRANCISCO Union Club B’d’g. 
KANSAS CITY, MO., 1123 Main Street. 


ARMOURS 





EXTRACT 


The latest craze is | 


BEEF. 


The best and most economical “stock” 
for Soups, Sauces, Beef Tea, Etc. 


ARMOUR & CO., Chicago, Sole Mfrs. 


veer HEAD-ACHE? strvas 
BROMO-SELTZER is a Guaranteed Cure. 


Trial at all or sent by mail prepaid. 
Size i Oc. Drugzists 


EMERSON DRUG CO., 

BALTIMORE, Md., 79 
. PRINT YOUR OWN CARDS 
® AND ADVERTISEMENTS ! 
we 


Card Press, $3. Circular size, $8. Small news- 
paper press, $22. Fast 9x13 Jobber, $100. 
You can save money and make big 
money, too, by printing for others. Fun for 
Spare hours. ‘Vype-setting easy by our printed rules. Send 2 
stamps for large catalogue of presses, type, cards, paper, &c., 

direct to factory. 59 
KELSEY & CO., Meriden, Conn, 


think our Fountain and Stylo Pens are the best made. 
We find that this opinion emanates from all who have 
used them. Certainly no one wants an old-fashioned 
pen nowadays. Ours are made with great care an 


skill, will hold ink for a week’s use, and write as 

PEOPLE smoothly as a lead pencil. Price, $1.00, $1.50, and up- 
wards. Hlustrated circular free. 

J. C. ULLRICH & CO., 108 Liberty Street, N. ¥. 




























A WHOLE PRINTING ovTrrr, COMPLETE, 

Just as shown in cut. 3 Alphabets of neat Type, Bottle of Indelible Ink. Pad, 
Tweezers. in neat case with a ae sonaageeeed “HOW A 
PRINTER.” Sets up any name, prints c: paper, enveiopes.etc..marks linen. 

Worth 50c. BEWARE of cheap COUNTERFEIFS. Postpaid only 25c.. 3, 60¢e, 

6 for $1. Ag’ts wanted. INGERSOL& BRO., 65 CORTLANDT ST. N. Y. CITY. 85 
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name and price stamped on bottom. 





WwW. L . DOUGLAS 
$3 SHOE GENTLEMEN. 


$5: -00 Genuine Hand-sewed, an elegant and styl- 
ish dress Shoe which commends itself 

$4.00 Hand-sewed Welt. A fine calf Shoe un. 
equalled for stvle and durabilit 

$3.50 Goodyear Welt is the cantare dress Shoe, 
at a popular price. 

$350 Policeman’s Shoe is enpestalty adapted for 

railroad men, farmers, e 
All made in Congeean, ‘Button and Lace. 


$3 &S2 SHOES .svibs, 


have been most favorably received since introduced. 

Ask your Dealer, and if he cannot supply you send di- 
rect to factory enclosing advertised price, or a postal 
___ order blanks. W. L. Douglas, Brockton, Mass, 





GOOD FUN LASTS FOREVER. 








Too MUCH TO BEAR. 

GREAT CHEMIST.— My stars! What means 
that howling mob in front of the house? 

SERVANT.— Oh, sir, hide — hide, fer y’r life! 
Did n’t you print in the Science Magazine that 
cheap cuts of beef at eight cents were as nutri- 
tious as porterhouse? 

GREAT CHEMIST.— Of course; but — 

SERVANT.—Them rioters board.—£x. 


‘¢ONE would know that Mrs. Lambent had 
ancestors from her manners, don’t you think?” 

‘¢ Yes, indeed. She serves soup, for instance, 
just as her grandfather used to shovel sand.”— 
Boston Post. 

A MEAN VILLAGER. 

Mrs. DOUBLEHOUSE.—-Jake, our darter wants 
a cabinet organ. 

Mr. DOUBLEHOUSE.—Wall, I Il git her one. 
I don’t like them new neighbors of ours fer a 
cent.—Street & Smith's Good News. 
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55 JOHN ST. NY. 
SEND 2*FORA 
SAMPLE OF 


= EATES 
OLO SHAVING 
SOAP. 


for sample send 2 cts. box 64.5, New York. 
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ses 
THE VENTILATED, 


SANATORY SHOES 


OF THE 


DR. JAEGER’S 
Sanitary Woolen System Co., 


are the only shoes 
that are strictly in 
keeping with popu- 
lar styles and, yet, 
combine all the = 
ditions essential to 

ei ed healthful 


oot hey are made in 
conformity to the 

rinciples of Dr. 
Jac ger’s ‘‘Sanit 

oolen System,” 
and are, therefore, 
both curative and 
preventive of all the 
ailments of the feet. 

THEY ARE RECOMMENDED BY PHYSICIANS. 

PRICES REASONABLE. 

Take Notice!—Under the protection of 
their Patent and Trade-mark, the above named 
Company have the sole ri ht’ to make and sell 
these goods in the United States. 










A A—Perforated felt 
sole. 

B—Air duct. 

C—Air well. 

D D—Steel spring. 

E E—Upper felt sole. 

F a felt 















eecTioNaLtview. 

These Shoes are Strictly First-class in 
every way. The purchaser will find them 
Elegant, Comfortable, and Durable. 

The customer, once fitted, can obtain the 
same size and quality, at any future time, with 
assurance of a fit, by ordering the same num- 


ber, without re-measurement. Oxr shoes can 
be repaired by any good shoemaker. 
We solicit correspondence and inspection. 
For Catalogue and Circulars—free, by 


nail—send to 
DR. JAEGER’S 


Sanitary Woolen System Company, 


827 & 829 BROADWAY, N.Y. 





McALLIST 


ligion and travel, is immense. For Home Amusement and Parlor Entertainment, etc., nothing can be 
found as instructive or amusing, while Pp 


tions _and Pop- 
frie: PAY WELL. 
wives: AY WE 
rers an 
to conduct Parlor Entertainments f ts for ee or oY Public Exhibitions, etc.,for MAKING 


cur ual pape and we wll all Jou on cc 208 PAGE BOOK FREE 


Manufact’g Optician, 49 Nassau St., New Xork City> 
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ai : 





A GIFT WORTH HAVING. 
(Feminine Chorus): Oh! isn’t it lovely! I must have a Kodak! 


Send to ‘The Eastman Company, Rochester, N. Y fora 
copy of “Do I want a Camera,’ *(illustre ated) free by mail. 


| WHE ARE MADE TO 








MOTHER MOuSsE.— What are 
so for, Drably? 


you screaming 





_ ee —— 
SHO NG IUR 
YOUNG MousE.—I just put my head through a ore 
, that hole in the floor, and I was nearly frightened | 4 SPEC/JAL MEASURE 
to death. eres as 
‘¢What on earth did you see, dear?” LINE OF Ad 
‘¢Why, the room is full of young ladies !”—-x. CARR'S e POPULAR 
‘¢ THERE is a time for everything,” remarked PRICES. 
Mrs. Slim, when one of her boarders kicked at ENGLISH Cas 
hash being set before him. “TINED 
‘‘Well, I guess this is the time,” replied the MELTONS a 
kicker, as he closely examined his dish. — ‘IND AS YOU 
ters State. : — ’ 
Yonkers anne WILL. 
pRECORDS are brittle things. They cannot be | progx's? 


lowered without breaking.—Bostou Traveler. Nothing Like 


EXCELSIOR 





- | 
ENGAGEMENT TO BE ANNOUNCED. Them 
SHE.—I wish I could vote! ee 
. KERSEYS, Jor Wear. 
HE.— Pair with me, instead.— Boston Post. 
eee ee | 145 & 147 _ Send for 
OLD CLOTHES MADE NEW. Bowery, a Samples, 
We clean or dye the most delicate shade or fabric. No ripping required. and 771 Fashion Sheet 
Repair to order. Write rr PEA tS We ‘oh “Won —~ A ye 3 ways. a _— | Broadway, and self- 


Puck. McEWEN?S S & CLEANING | 
ESTABLISHMENT, NASHVILLE, 50 | 


NEPPERT BROS., Manufacturers. 


The finest line of Music Stands, single and double, our own 

patents, to be found at = store, I 15 Street, and 

at our factcry, 390 Canal Street, New York. 
Illustrated Catalogue Free by Mail. 


New York City. 


measure rules. 





All hats bearing this trade 
mark are our own special styles 
and make. Represented by 
\ Agents in all Parts of the U. S. 


— RETAIL STORES, — 


» 147 Broadway & 4 Astor Place, 





Catalogue free. Address Typewriter Department, POPE 
SARS FACTURING CO., Boston, New York, Chicago. 











oS NEW YORK. HENRY LINDENMEYR, 
‘s RUE ll : PAPER WAREHOUSE. 
. vos cE § CET. 
_ " a | Baasom 31, rye ‘East Houston sr. } New Yorn. 


77 Grand Ave., Brooklyn, N, Y. 











SHIPMAN S re 
ra: SHIPMAN 6 


SHIPMAN'S FOUNTAIN PEN. SHIPMAN’S STYLOGRAPHIC PEN, 


$2.00 EACH AND UPWARD. $1.00 EACH. 
ASA L. SHIPMAN’S SONS, 10 Murray St., New York. 


THE BEST!!! _ 
WILSON 


ADJUSTABLE 
CHAIRS. 


Sole Manufacturers, 
WILSON BROTHERS, 
823 BROADWAY, N. Y. 
Bend for Catalogue, 








KEEPING UP ONE ANOTHER’S COURAGE, | 
BELINDA.—It ’s queer, is n’t it, but everywhere | 
I go the young men gather round me. 
| |MAup.—Perhaps they think there is safety in 
| numbers.—Boston Post. 








If you suffer from looseness of bowels or fever and ague | 
Angostura Bitters will cure you. Dr. J. G, B. Siegert & Sons, 
sole manufacturers. Ask your druggist. 





AND STEREOPTICONS 


afford the best and cheapest means of object teaghing for 
Colleges, Schools and Sunday Schools. Our 
assortment of Views, LA ey art, oaenee, history, re- 





D. L. Down’s HEALTH EXERCISER. 
FOR BRAIN-WOBEERS & SEDENTARY PEOPLE: 
Gentlemen, Ladies, Youths; the Athlete or Invalid. 


A complete gymna-ium. Takes up but 6 in. equare 
floor room ; new, scientific, durable, comprehensive, 
f cheap. Indorsed by 30,000 physicians, lawyera, 













urc utortainments, Ful ublic Exhibi- 

n wumen a choice selection clergymen, editors and others now using it. e for 
of Views — py a did Holiday iF iluserated circular, 40 engravings, no anne Pro 
present. We are K e largest manu- Dowd, pany Fystca and Voca “Culture, 

you wish to know how to order, how 43 MARK.) th Btreet, New York, 


AGASSIZ SAID OF © ‘ORONADO | BRAC ie. SAN DIFGO C0, 


CALIFORNIA: ‘*A CLIMA HAT HAS NO EQUAL. 
WRITE TO E. 8. BABCOCK, JR., FOR DESCRIPTIVE PAMPHLET. 997 
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| UMORS OF THE BLOOD, SKIN, AND SCALP, whether | 


itching, burning, bleeding, scaly, crusted, pimply, blotchy, 
or copper-colored, with loss of hair, either simple, scrofulous, 
hereditary, or contagious, are speedily, permanently, economic- 
ally, and infallibly cured by the CuricurA ReEmeptes, consisting 
of Curicura, the great Skin Cure, Cuticura Soap, an exquisite 
Skin Pur'fier and Beautifier, and CuricurA RESOLVENT, the new 
Blood and Skin Purifier and greatest of Humor Remedies, when 
the best physicians and all other remedies fail. CuTicura 
KEMEDIEs are the only infallible blood and skin purifiers, and 
daily effect more great cures of blood and skin diseases than all 
other remedies combined. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Curicura, s50c.; Soap, 25¢.; Re- 
SOLVENT, $1. Prepared by Potter Drug and Chemical Corpora- 
tion, Boston, Mass. 

Send for ‘“‘ How to Cure Blood and Skin Diseases.’’ 


- Pimples, blackhe ads, chapped and oily skin prevented ba 3 
by C UTICURA SOAP. ae | 


Backache, kidney | pains, - weakness, and rheumatism 
relieved in one minute by the celebrated Curicura ANTI- 
PAIN PLASTER. 25¢. 





” 


‘HER hands were a poem, says a gushing 
writer. But what is a poem without feet ?— E. ca 


TEE LATEST AND BEST. 





DELICATE, DELIGHTFUL, LASTING AND ECONOMICAL. 
Its fragrance is that of the opening buds of Spring. Once used 
you will have no other. 

Sold Hwerywhere. Try It. 


JAS. S. KIRK & CO., Chicago. 


GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 


Breakfast Cocoa 


Is absolutely pure and 
it is soluble. 


No Chemicals 


are used in its preparation. It has more 
than three times the strength of Cocoa 
mixed with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economical, 
costing less than one cent acup. It is 
| delicious, nourishing, strengthening, Ea- 
BILY DIGESTED, and admirably adapted 
for invalids as well as persons in health. 











Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


W. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass. * 





ef HE GREXIEST INVENTION oP 


EVERY HE AGE 





POW OER A pur uP IN ONE! "756 PER CAN. 


STEPH “NF. WHITMAN & SON, 


INVENTORS AND NO SOLE MAN’Fs, ~ PHILADELPHIA.~*- 


will Do | Our Beard Elixir will force a 
Mustache in 20 days Full 
J Beard in 30. ame eg postpaid, 15c.3 
2 for 25c.; ore dozen, 75 cents. Agents wanted. 
Wesson MFG Co., 5 E Sty Providence. BR. I. 34 

















FAMILY SHOULD perc. | 


"DO YOU 


DRIVEN To It. 
| KiInD Laby.—If you need clothing, I can 
supply you with an old suit of my husband’s; but 
they ll be about four sizes too big for you. 
TRAMP.— Never mind, Mum; I’ll wear ’em. 
I’d rather be mistook for an Anglo-maniac than 
freeze.—New York vidal 


THIS FUNNY WORLD 


AS “PUCK” SEES IT. 


PRICE, 30 Cts. BY MAIL, 35 Cts. | 








| THE HEIGHT OF FAME. 
McFINGLE.— Who is that haughty woman to 
| whom every one bows so humbly? Wife of some 
| great man, I suppose? 

McFANGLE.—Sh, don’t expose your ignorance ! 
She ’s just had a crysanthemum named for her! 
—The Boston Traveler. 


‘WHEN a woman consents to marry a man, he 
forgets everything.” That’s the reason it is 
dangerous to give your husband a letter to mail. 
—Yonkers Statesman. 


HILLIPS’ : | 








Unequalled for Delicacy of Flavor and 
Nutritious Properties. Easily Digested. 
Different from all other Cocoas. “a 


nian meee, » WEIS & CO. 


Manufacturers of Meerschaum Pipes, 
Smokers’ Articles, etc., wholesale and re_ 
tail, 399 Broadway, N. Y. Factories, 69 
Walker Street, and Vienna, Austria. Sterling 
silver-mounted Pipes and Bowls made up in new- 


| First Prize Medal, Vunee, 









est nent. Catalogue Free. Please mention Puck. _ 


~ JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 
STEEL PENS. 


GOLD MEDAL, Paris ExPoOsITION, 1889, 


THE MOST PERFECT OF PENS. * 


No REFERENCE ecnrcen D. 
|  MISTRESS.—You will leave this house as —? 
as your week is up, and you need not ask me for 
a reference, either. 


, ariference from you wudn’t 
do me any good, fur Oi’ve towld iverybody there ’s 
no belavin’ a wurrud yez say.—V. Y. Weekly. 


THE NEW PLAY, ‘*The Middleman,” appears | 
to be a success in New York. The end man has | 
long been a favorite with theatre-goers.—Zx. 


ough 8 will discriminate in favor of Dr. Bull’s 
Coss up, the best and cheapest. 

rheumatic people can’t afford to be with- 
om Salvation Oil, it kills pain. Price 25 cents. | 














| the great foot remedy for mak- 
| P DINE, ing fhe feet SMALLER. Instant 
relief for cold or perspiring feet. On sale x 
everywhere, or sent free on receipt of 60 cts. 
Sample package free at stores, or mailed for ® 
dime. Iilustrated Pamphlet Free. 
| THE PEDINE CO., WORLD B’LD’G, N. ¥, 
| 
| 
| 





FACIAL BLEMISHES. 


The largest establishment in the World for the 
treatment of Hair and Scalp, Eczema, Moles, Warts, 
Superfluous Hair, Birthmarks, Moth, Freckles, 
Wrinkles, Red Nose, Red Veins, Oily Skin, Acne, 
Pimples, Blackheads, Barber’s Itch, Scars, Pit- 
tings, Powder Marks, Bleaching, Facial Develop- 
| ment, Hollow or Sunken Cheeks, etc. Consultation 
| free at office or by letter. 128 page book on all 
| skin and scalp affections and their treatment, sent 
se — to any address on receipt of 1O cents. 
OHN H. WOODBURY, Dermatologist, 

125 w.. 42d St., New York City. 

' 















WOODBURY’S FACIAL SOAP, for the Skin and 
Scalp, at Drugsists or by Mail, 50 Cents. 460 














wanr a GENUINE CORDOVAN SHOE 


ABSOLUTELY HAND-MADE? 

If so, or if you want Kangaroo, French Calf, 
Patent’ Leather, Mexican Burro, or Im orted 
Russet Leather, you can have it in the ‘‘Korrect 6 
Shape” (trade-mark), which combines elegance * 
and ease with the best weari cn Opel made 
also in three other grades.) I R dealer doesn’t 
carry a full line write PACKARD & FIELD (suc- 
cessors to Burt & PACKARD), ao ° 


Brockton, Mass. for full pee wa orders delivered 2 
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Daylight 
We set out to 
light the world 
better than any 
other Lamp. Laud- 
able ambition, 
wasn't it? 

Well, we do it. 


Lamp. 


You may prove our say- 
so by buying of your 
dealer or sending for 
more information to the 
Daylight Lamp Co., 38 
Park Place, New York. 
These Lamps are manu- 
factured by Craighead & 
Kintz Co, 33 Barclay St., 
i 











Caml! 


AWHoL Les THE PEER 
CHAMP Ou ida ANY OTHER 
“aos AGN ME Es Ss 7 pY AN 
Recon ENDER Fy: WADULTERArED 2 Y 
By LEAD FOREIGN MATTER. 

BR SAL Le) “TSeriFieay LiQveuR, 


pa CLASS TA & ‘Tooztuarts $15.00 
mite & GROCERS. PER? fozPints $17 00 - 


DEALERS 
K DISCOUNTS 
OUTDONE. 
Don’t wait 
= spring PRICES ON 
buy now and save big money. Easy payments, all 
makes, new & 2d hd. Extraor- 
dinar prtoeson job lots: Cata 
tree. Rouse, Hazard & Oo., 
66 GStreet, Peoria, Ill. 


We Make the BAI You M oke. 
Th ay Bey 5 cents each, 
60 cents per bundle. Ask your 
dealer for them. 


L. MILLER & UB 149 ANA St., N. ¥., Manufacturers. 992 


BU EDEN MUSEE. 


55 W. 23d St., New York, 
THE WHOLE WORLD 
IN WAX. 


‘“‘A MARVELOUS SUCCESS.” 


OTERO 


AND HER OWN COMPANY OF 
Guitarists 
and Dancers 
EVERY NIGHT 
and Saturday Matinee. 


Admission, 50 Cents. 
Reserved Seats, $1. 




















ATES, 


The Mystifying Chess Auto- 
maton, is here bre yet. 5 


‘ue INSTRUMENTS 
} FREE. 








CHAS.H. PARSONS & CO. 


92 BROADWAY.NEwWw YORK 











The Battle for Lite—How to Pluck Vitor irom Defeat! 
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coming enemy. You know that this enemy will sit 
down for five long months outside this citadel, and do its 
best to break in and de stroy. Is this citadel garrisoned 
and provisioned ? The garrison is your constitution. Is 
it vigorous or depleted: > How long can it fight without 
help : ? Have you made provision for the garrison by fur- 


Your health 
is a citadel. 
The  winter’s 












nishing a supply of § Goof 
pure Norwegian Cod Liver Oil and Hypophosphites of 
Lime and Soda? It restores the flagging energies, in- 


5o''sS 
creases the resisting powers against disease; cures Con- 


sumption, Scrofula, General De bility, and all Anemic and 
Wasting Diseases (especially in Children), keeps coughs 


and colds out, and so enables the constitution to hold the 


fort of health, Palatable as Milk. 


How many people 
there are who regard the 
coming of winter as a con- 
stant state of siege. It seems as if the elements sat down 
outside the walls of health and now and again, led by the 
north wind and his attendant blasts, broke over the 
ramparts, spreading colds, pneumonia and death. Who 
knows when the next storm may come and what its 
effects upon your constitution may be? The fortifica- 

must be made strong. SCO 
@ of pure Norwegian Cod Liver Oil and 
Hypophosphites of Lime and Soda will aid you to hold 
out against C oughs, Colds, Consumption, Scrofula, 
General Debility, and all Anemic and Wasting 
Diseases, until the siege is raised. Jt prevents wasting 


Palatable as Milk. 





tions of health 






on children. 


SPECIAL. 
CAUTION. 


— Scott’s Emulsion is non-secret, 





| changeable winter climate. 


— Scott’s Emulson is put up in salmon-colored wrappers. 


only by Scott & Bowne, Manufacturing Chemists, New York. 
2222 







A cough or cold 
is a spy which has 
stealthily come inside 
the lines of health 
and is there to dis- 
cover some vulner- 
abie point in the fortification of the constitution which is 
guarding your well-being. That point discovered the spy 
reports it to the enemy on the outside. The enemy is the 
If the cold gets in, look out 
for an attack at the weak point. To avoid this, shoot the 
spy, kill the cold, using BURVE ee 
of pure Norwegian Cod Liver 

of Lime and Soda as the weapon. It is an expert cold 
slayer, and fortifies the system against Consumptzon, 
Scrofula, General Debility, and all Anemicand U asting 

Diseases (specially in Children). ¥specially helpful for 
children to prevent their taking cold. Palatable as 


Milk. 





and Iypophosp ares 


y 


Remember last winter's siege. Recall how trying 
to health were the frequent changes of the weather. 
What was it that helped you win the fight with disease, 
warded off pneumonia and _ possibly consumption >? Did 
you give due credit to’ 34 Wy oh i 4%) 
pure Norwegian Cod Liver Oil and ypophosp nites. of 
Lime and Soda? Did you proclaim the victory ? Have 
you recommended this wonderful ally of health to your 
friends? And what will you do this winter? Use Scott's 
Emulsion as a preventive this time. It will fortify the 
system against Coughs, Colds, Consumption, Scrofula, 
| General Debility, and all Anemic and W. asting Diseases 

(specially in Children). Palatable as Milk. 






and is prescribed by the Medical Profession all over the world, because 
its ingredients are scientifically combined in such a manner as to greatly increase their remedial value. 


Be sure and 
Sold by 


get the genuine. Prepared 


all Druggists. 














IN TOILET SOAPS! 


; Attention is directed to this Paragraph trom The Daily * | 
Times, London, England: | 


i “ DANGEROUS SOAPS. — At «a recent sitting of the Academy of Medicine, Dr. Reveil Hl 
| read a paper on the necessity of preventing Chemists and Perfumers from. selling potsonous or dl 
3 dangerous Soaps. To show the danger there is in allowing their unchecked sale, he said, ‘I need | 
but state that arsenic, the acid nitrate of mercury, tartar emetic, and potassa caustica, form part | 
of their ingredients, whilst they are colored green by the sesquioxide of chromium, or of a rose i 
color by the bisulphuret of mercury (vermilion); some contain 30 per cent. of insoluble matter, Hl 
such as lime or plaster, and others contain animal nitrogenous matter, which causes 2 chronic iE 
inflammation of the skin.’” 





The injury to the skin and complexion resulting from the use of these Soaps is seldom 
attributed to the real cause, so that, unfortunately, the mischief proceeds until too often the 
beauty of the complexion is ruined, and even the general health impaired. 

With the fullest confidence the Proprietors of 


Pears Soap 


recommend their specialty. They do not claim that it is the oly pure Soap, but one of the i 
very few offered to the public. It would be easy to become self-laudatory in this respect, but the 
following evidence is likely to prove much more convincing : 


From Professor JOHN ATTFIELD, 


Professor of Practical Chemistry to the Pharmaceutical Society of Great Britain; Author of a 
Manual of General, Medical, Pharmaceutical Chemistry: 
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“T have annually, for the past ten years, made an independent analysis of 


PEARS’ SOAP, and have not found it to vary in quality or in composition. 
It contains neither excess of alkali nor of moisture, and it is free from artifi- 
cial coloring matter. A better, purer, or more usefully durable Soap 


cannot be made” 
















te Insist on having Pears’ Soap, as there are 
vile imitations. Substitutes are sometimes recom- 
mended by druggists and shopkeepers for the sole 
purpose of making more profit out of you. 
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A WONDERFUL MEDICINE! | 6 


CHAMS PULIS) |. 


5 : ‘ . 
Beecham $ Pills Are universally admitted to be the Great Antidote Beecham $ Pills 


for Bilious and Nervous Disorders, such as Wind 


Beecham’s Pills and Pain in the Stomach, Sick Headache, Giddv. Beecham’s Pills 


ness, Fullness and Swelling after Meals, Dzuzziness 


Beecham’s Pills and Drowsiness, Cold Chills, Flushings of Heat, Beecham’s Pills 


Loss of Appetite, Costiveness, Short- 
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( 5 . ness of Breath, THE Disturbed Sleep, g h + . b) 
1 Beecham $ Pills Frightful Dreams, GREAT Scurvy, Blotches eec am s Pills j 

() on the Skin, and all Nervous and ) 
4 


5 H 5 . 
Beecham § Pills Trembling Sensations, &c. The first dose will give Beecham Ss Pills 
relief in twenty minutes. This is no fiction, for they 


s . . ° ne o 
Beecham’s Pills have done it in countless cases. Every sufferer is Beecham’s Pills 


earnestly invited to try one Box of these Pills, and 


» a they will be acknowledged to be worth a Guinea a Box. BR h ® Pill 
Beecham’s Pills ‘ eecham’s Pills 


WORTH A GUINEA A BOX, 


Beecham’s Pills If taken according to the Directions given with each Beecham’s Pills 


Box, they will soon restore Sufferers of all ages to 
sound and robust health. This has been proved by 


Beecham’s Pills Thousands who have tried them and found the benefits Beecham’s Pills 


which are insured by their use. 
For a Weak Stomach, Impaired Digestion, and all 
§ Pill Disorders of the Liver, they act like «« Magic,” and a B h 5 Pill 
Beecham 3 l $ few doses will be found to work wonders upon the eec am Ss ' $s 
most important organs of the 
a ® human machine. vg , They Strengthen BR h 3 il 
Beecham Ss j Ss the whole Mus- ENGLISH cular System, re- eec am Ss ' Ss 
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bring back the keen edge of 


§ s : 5 : 
Beecham Ss Pills Appetite, and arouse into action, with the Rosebud Beecham gS Pills 


of Health, the whole physical energy of the human 
frame. ‘These are Facts testified continually by 


s : A s 
Beecham’s Pills | mrs of 21 “ase: of socien sand one of whe | Beecham’s Pills 


best guarantees to the Nervous and Debilitated is, 
Beecham’s Pills have the Largest Sale of any Patent 


Beecham’s Pills Medicine in the World. Beecham’s Pills 


(HAMS PILLS} 


Sold by all Druggists and Patent Medicine Dealers everywhere, in Boxes, 25 Cents each. (p) 
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Prepared only by THOS. BEECHAM, St. Helens, Lancashire, England. B. F. ALLEN CO., Sole agents for the United (5) 
States, 365 and 367 Canal St., New York, who (if your druggist does not keep them) will mail BEECHAM’S PILLS on | 
receipt of price — but inquire first. Please mention “Puck” in ordering. , 
() 
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THE DRINK QUESTION 


is ever coming to the front. What beverage shall we drink? The most popular non-intoxicant is Cocoa, which is 
rapidly supplanting tea and coffee as a national beverage. There are many excellent Cocoas, but in advance of all 
other preparations stands Van Hovuren’s which is universally declared to be perfectly pure, free from fat, easily 
digested, delicious to the taste, nutritious, and a stimulant without any depressing after-effects. 

Van Houren’s Cocoa was introduced upon high recommendation into the households, and is used at pres- 
ent at the courts of many of the Royal families in Europe. Indeed, the English journal of high authority says : 
“None of the numerous Cocoas have as yet equalled this inventor's in solubility, agreeable taste, and nutritive 
qualities. Its purity is beyond question — once tried always used.” The senior physician of the London Court 
Hospital has used this brand of Cocoa for many years. It is strongly recommended to Students and a// whose du- 
ties involve much wear and tear, whether MENTAL or Prysicat. For these reasons it has earned the highest enco- 
miums of the leading analysts of the day. 


What shall we drink to raise the spirits high ? 
VAN Houten’s Cocoa! is the universal cry ; 
The purest and most delicious, 

The best and most nutritious. 


It,only-needs-a single trial to convince any. one ofthe superiority of VAN HOUTEN’s Cocoa. Please insist upon your grocer or store-keeper 
ordering it for you, and take no substitute. It is put up in one-quarter, one-half and one pound Cans.» If not obtainable, enclose 25 cents 
in stamps or postal note to either VAN HouTEN & ZOON, 106 Reade Street, New York, or 45 Wabash Avenue, Chicago, and a Can will be sent 
by mail. Prepared by VAN HOUTEN & ZooN, Weesp-Holland. FOR SALE BY GROCERS GENERALLY. 
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Short Sixes. 


Stories to be Read while the Candle Burns. 
By H. C. BUNNER. 
Editor of Puck. 
Illustrated by C. Jay Taytor, F. Opprr and S. B. Grirrin. 
232 pp. 16mo. 
In BOARDS, $1.00. In PAPER, 50 Cts. 
A baker’s dozen of short stories by H. C. Bunner, which originally ap- 
peared in Puck, have been collected into a pretty little volume under the 
title of “ Short Sixes,” further described as “Stories to be read while the 
candle burns.” They are bright, entertaining little sketches, with more 
or less of a satirical element, and are admirably illustrated with the ori- 
nal Puck cuts. The volume is issued from the Puck office. — Cleveland 
laindealer. 


“* SHort Sixes”’ is for sale by all Booksellers and Newsdealers 
By Mail from the Publishers on receipt of price. Address : 


Publishers of PUCK, New York. 


THE spectacle of Santa Claus studyi ing the 
McKinley Bill is one of the most painful in history. 
—Philadelphia Times. 

‘¢Is your son doing anything for himself now, 
Barkins?” 

‘¢Oh, yes. George ties his own cravats now.” 
— Harper's Bazar. 

E:VERYBODY has now been heard from on the 
Barttelot affair but Tippoo Tib. What a lecture 
he could deliver saialeenrnets tins Times. 


Lontionter 
sph ery 


SPARKLING AND STILL. 
Radically cures 


RHEUMATISM, GOUT, 
DYSPEPSIA, GRAVEL, 


And all Kidney complaints. 
400 Physicians agree that it is the best water on the market. 880% 
9 


Main Office, Nashua, N. H. New York, $23 Broadway. 
Send for Pamphlet. 


CARL UPMANN’S 


BOUQUET CICAR. 

















BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


All genuine CARL UPMANN’S BOUQUET CIGARS have 
a band bearing his name, as in above cut. This is the finest 
1o-cent Cigar manufactured in the world. For the past ten years 
it has been sold by the leading jobbers in the United States, and 
has steadily increased in popularity and volume, having reached 
in 1889 over three and three-quarter millions; and it will reach 
five millions for 1890, and it to-day stands without a rival. For 
sale by all FIRST-CLASS RETAILERS in the principal cities 
throughout AMERICA. It is manufactured i in two sizes — BOU- 
QUET EXTRAS, YF pamego4 25 and 50 in a box, and BOUQUET 
LONDRES, packed 100 in a box. If you desire a fragrant and 
delicious smoke, equal to many IMPORTED 20-cent cigars, the 
BOUQUET will surely please you, and the name of UPMANN, 
which every cigar bears, should be a sufficient guarantee of i its 
high standard quality to satisfy the most fastidious consumer. 








BRER’s BiTTEnR 
= Oldest and Best of an Seomacn BITTERS, 
and as fine a cordial as ever made. be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Be ot. and Proprietor. 
28 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 
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EVENING DRESSES. 


PARIS COSTUMES 
FOR 
STREET, CARRIAGE and RECEPTION. 


OPERA GLOAKS and WRAPS, 


FUR TRIMMED WALKING JACKETS 
AND CLOAKS. 


— KH 19th ot. 


_ New - York. 
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cape and muff. 


is very limited, and intending purc 
article to be bought is exactly as represented. 


oods house of H.C H & CO., 
of a 


REVIVING THE PAST. 

Miss FossiL.— What beautiful curves that 
horse has. They make me think so much of 
Hogarth. 

MR. FROsSTY.— I suppose you miss him greatly, 
don’t you ?— The Week's Spore. - 


PUCK’S LIBRARY No. 41: 


l0 cls l0 cls. 
l0 tls. | 

lO cls. 
l0 cls. 
l0 cls. 


Being Pucx’s Best Things About Folks from Faraway. 


For Sale by all Newsdealers. By Mail from the Publishers on 
receipt of price. Address : 


Publishers of PUCK, New York. 


~ TIPPERLE EY.—Now they ’ re off ! By Jove, your 
horse is left at the start! 

SPORTICUS.— That is n’t the worst of it. 

“left at the finish.— Zhe Week's Sport. 

A POET informs us that the ‘‘ Muse keeps him 
awake.” The man who spells mews like that 
ought to be kept awake.— Youkers Statesman. 

Mr. YOUNGHUSBAND.—Yes, I’m caught at 
last. 

OLD FISHERMAN (in surprise).—And she 
did n’t throw you back !—Harper’s Bazar. 


* THE STAR BANJO * 


Is madc on entirely new prin- 
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ciples and produces the most de- 
sirable qualiiy of tone combined 
with the greatest volume and 
carrying power, aoe ne | it the 
finest instrument extant for stage 
or parlor use. Price list mailed free. 


LYON & HEALY, CHICAGO. 
Pa MAGIC HIS WANTED oF ight? 


HARBACH & CO. 809 Filbert St, Phila.Pa. + 
Relief for ASTH MA. 


oan 35 cents by mail. STOWELL 
& CO., CHARLESTOWN, MASS. 





A Sure_ 


eames 
KIDDER’S PASTILLES. 


TTT BERGER & WIRTH GXIICES NF YOR ES LEIPZIG comma LONDON Garena 


“Of course, perfect style, shape, and fit are absolute requisites. 
shasere, therefore, must rely upon the word of the merchant, that the 


kinds of furs, is aeeuel from morning to night.’’— 


H.C. RW. KOCH & CO., 


OFFER THIS SEASON 


Fur DEPARTMENT 


EXCLUSIVE NOVELTIES IN 


FUR TRIMMED PALETOTS, JACKETS, SHOULDER CAPES, 


MUFFS, COLLARS, FUR TRIMMINGS, &c. 
6th Avenue and 20th Street, New York. | 





15 | HE LD by the enemy — the enemy — The girl who jilted us.—/-xchange. 





“It is now pretty well understood that no lady’s Winter outfit is complete without a shoulder 


The number of expert judges of furs 


** Price to most of us is also an object, and when the very best class of furs can be had at one-third less 
than so-called es ae gorctere ask for similar goods 
6th Avenue and 26th St: Street, who have for years made a specialty 


it is not surprising that the old and popular 


Mail and Express. 


THEIR 








SINGLE OR DOUBLE BREASTED OVERCOAT 
$50 FOR $18. 


WE POSITIVELY MAKE TO ORDER 
FOR EIGHTEEN DOLLARS THAT ANY 
PRONOUNCE WORTH FIFTY 

WE SPEAK FROM ACTUAL FACIS, AND SOLICIT A 
Twat TO PROVE OUR STATEMEN'I 

» MAKE THEM FROM A VARIETY OF 20 DIFFER- 
ENT “COLORS AND MIXTURES OF THE RENOWNED 
WORUMBO AND BURLINGTON K.ERSEYS THAT MAKE 
UP AND WEAR EQUAL TO THI. BEST GOODS MADE, 
WITH CHOICE OF WOOLEN, SILK, OR SERGE LIN- 
INGS. SEAMS TO BE STRAP LAP, OR STITCH, COL- 
LARS OF SAME MATERIAL, 4% VELVET, OR WHOLE, 
AS DESIRED. 

WE HAVE SAMPLE oer FOR INSPECTION, 
SHOWING DIFFERENT STYLES 

A WRITTEN GUARANTEE 


OVERCOATS 
TAILOR WILL 


IS HANDED TO EVERY 


CUSTOMER, WARRANTING GARMENTS TO WEAR 
ONE YEAR WITHOUT A BREAK. 
SAMPLES, FASHION REVIEW, TAPE MEASURE, AND 


OUR SIMPLE GUIDE FOR SELF 
MAILED FREE ON APPLICATION. 


ARNHEIM’S 
Mammoth Tailoring Establishment, 


BOWERY AND SPRINC ST., 
NEW YORK. 


Send $1.2 tn 10, or $3.50 for omped 
box of candy by e« xpress, prepaid, east 
of Denver or west of New York. Sut- 
able for presents. Sample orders so- 
licited. Address, 

Cc. F. CUNT OTS Bt Conf tions 


State St. Chicago. 
Wis: UNCLE on. “a AUNT COLUMBIA think, etc., of 


ASHINGTON ‘Esheiman. Liewelim & Co., Seattle, Wash. 


- MEASUREMENT 











PUCK. 










LAWYERS — Because the mania for~“ going 
to law” continues unabated. 


PLT 
tts 











wield 
Littl 





? 


MEssrks. DUDLEY, RAUM aad TANNER — 
Because the great ‘‘ pension grab”’ industry is 
still panning out well. 


AMERICAN SNOBS and TITLE-WORSHIPERS — 
Because the supply of hard-up NOBLEMEN is.as 
large as ever. 


Our OBJECTIONABLE FOREIGN FELLOW-CITIZENS — Because 
UNCLE SAM is long-suffering and forbearing. rs ae 6 


fo 








— 
-. 


ge Ray 
LO SECRETARY BLAINE and PRESIDENT HARRISON— BLAINE, because 


he warned his party against the McKinley Bill before its passage, and 
HARRISON, because he still has two years’ salary to draw, anyhow. 








Messrs. MCKINLEY and REED— Because they 
escaped with their lives from the late cyclone. 


SOME PEOPLE WHO OUGHT TO BE ESPECIALLY THANKFUL. 
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P47) Price 2 \ cents 
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BY 


KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN. 


AND ADMITTED FOR TRANSMISSION THROUGH THE MAILS AT SECOND-CLASS RATES 


ENTERED AT THE POST OFFICE AT NEW YORK, 








A ‘Home Product” tor American Homes. 

















We take the LIBERTY of ENLICHTENING THE WORLD on the merits 


of Armour’s Extract. Armour’s Extract of Beef saves money, time and labor. It renders good and 
Economic cookery possible in every household; takes the place of fresh meat and other “stock” in Soup 
making ;—acts as a delicious and effective stimulant in casés of weakness or fatigue. 

One pound equals forty-five pounds of prime lean Beef. Book of receipts, showing the use of 
Armour’s Extract in Soups and Sauces, mailed, on application, by the manufacturers. 


ARMOUR & CO., CHICAGO. 








Mea Ns 











THE REASON WHY. 
| VON FIREMOUTH (¢he 
| Anarchist). —Why are 
| such great fortunes left 
in these days? 

WIGGINS.—Because a 
man can’t carry more | 
than his funeral expenses 
to the grave. 





[DECK 


——f 


33 UNION SQUARE 
New York 





ER 








| MOTHERS BE SURE AND USE| 
| MRS. WINSLOW’S SOOTHING SYR- | 
thes 





| UP for children teething. It soc 
the child, softens the gums, allays all | 
pain, cures wind colic and diarrhaa | 
26 cents a bottle. 


Packer's 


Tar Soap 


Absolutely Pure. 


Made from Sweet Vegetable Oils, Pine-Tar | 
and Glycerine. 
“It Soothes while it Cleanses.” 
The Standard for Skin and Scalp Dis- 
eases. Unequaled for Nursery, Toilet, Bath and 
Shampooing purposes. 


OF COURSE, Mr. Oat- 
cake, if you distrust the 
|banks, there is no law} 
jagainst hoarding your 
|money; but it will be al 
oie time before you get 
even on your interest ac- | 
count from the premium 
on rare coins. | 








Salvation Oil, the great 
| | paalvation is a genuine 
‘and reliable liniment. 
Price 25 cents. 

No one has ever been 
disappointed in using Dr. 
cold. Cough Syrup for a 
co. 


THE | ONLY thing that 
mars the dandy’s peace 
of mind is the fact that | 
he is n’t imported, like 


Purifies the skin and — it soft, — everything he mere 
and supple. Cures Dandruff; prevents Baldness. Meanwhile, from his 


All Druggists. 


Mention PUCK. 


25 Cents. 


' lofty place in the men- 
Sample (% cake), 1o cents. 


agerie, the imported | 
nonkey looks down on | 


THE PACKER MFG. CO, 100 Fulton St, New York. him, ana marvels. 








The Best Christmas Present is a 


Remington 


EL Standard 
Typewriter. 





‘Why select a Typewriter? 


Because it is indispensable in an office. 
it saves valuable time. 
it is useful to clergymen, professional 
men, etc. 
it affords a means of livelihood. 
it is a practical educator. 


Why choose the Remington? 


it is the best and the standard. 

it embodies all improvements. 

it is a triumph of inventive skill. 

its mechanism is simple and effective. 
it is the most durable. 


Because 





| VYear’s Table should be with- 


| NoChristmas and New 
PS, Gy ¥ieus 










out a bottle of Angostura Bitters, lewoew > . —_— 2» — —_ 
Hea git. Ices Organi Ph | the wall renowned Appetizer of | W YCKOI F, SE AMANS Xx Br NEDICT, 
een Foue ue, Gatal 4 e xquis site flavor. Beware of coun 327 1 N. ¥. 
HARBACH & Co., $09 Fi Philada, Pas 3°** | terfeits 2 sroadw ay, 


 ALLCOCK’S: 


POROUS PLASTERS. 


The only safe way for purchasers is to insist on having the genuine 
article, and not allow themselves to be swindled by having plasters said to 
be “just as good,” or “containing superior ingredients,” imposed’ upon them. 
These are only tricks to sell infetior goods that no more compare with 
Attcock’s Porous Prasters than copper does with gold 


One trial of Allcock’s Porous Plasters will convince the most 
skeptical of their merits. 


The eminent Henry A. Mort, Jr., 
Chemist, says : 





late Government 


Pa. D,,. F.C. Sy 


“My investigation of ALLcockx’s Porous PLaster shows it to contain valuable and essential ingredients 
not found in any other plaster, and I find it superior to and more efficient than any other plaster.” 


Beware of imitations, and do not be deceived by misrepresentation. 
Ask for ALLCOCK?S, and let no solicitation or explanation induce you to 


accept a substitute. “ 
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A PERFECT THING. 
SHIPMAN’S 


SPIRAL FEED FOUNTAIN PEN. 


SHIPMANS 






Suitable for a Christmas present, | 


and every-day use. 

Specially beautiful styles 
in solid gold and _ silver 
mountings for the Holi- 
days, at low prices. 


Satisfaction guaranteed or money | 


refunded. 
Prices from $2.00 to $5.50. 
Send for illustrated price-list. 


Shipman’s Stylogr: uphic 
Pens, best made, Sr .00 to $2.50 


each, delivered. 


ASA L. SHIPMAN’S SONS, 


10 MURRAY ST., NEW YORK. 




















ak wish he’d break one!!!”’ 


LUNDBORG’S FAMOUS PERFUMERY, 


In Fancy PackaGEs and RrGuLar Sty irs, is both suitable and acceptable for 
CHRISTMAS PRESENTS 
For Sale by all Dealers. 


TRY LUNDBORG’S HELIO-VIOLET SACHET POWDER. 


scare gamete 







—_ Ss 


saiay Won System Co. 


HERMANN SCHAEFFER, Ernest BENGER 


President ; OEM. -Pre ride nt, 


Note our i 
yY Imitations ! | 






Trade- 
Mark 


Closely ! 


We ask attention to our Complete Assortment of 


WINTER 


 SUNDERWEAR 


For Men, Women, and Children. 


These Sanatory garments are guaranteed 
to be all-wool of the finest quality ; they are 
made under Dr. Jaeger’s supervision. 











Send for illustrated Catalogue, 


Garments Made to Order, a Specialty, 


Mail orders promptly attended to. 


827 & 829 Broadway, New York. 


BRANCH HOUSES: 


119 Nassau Street, Temple Court, New York; 
504 Fulton Street, Brooklyn, New York; | 
1104 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 


i S275 LW Vig LTO: 


i oreo BE GREATEST Invern oF 






‘SHEER Whit 


i INVENTORS ANe SOLE MAN’Fs. “- PHILADELPHIA.-i- » 4 








e ‘Heat Imps,” vainly trying to teil « ‘Macbeth’s Pearl Top” Chimney. PRINTING OUTFIT $4% 4h to titra ta S 


Gro, A. Macsetu & Co., PittspurGH, Pa 32 ° LIN PRINTI 
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ENCOURAGING TRADE. 











MORE THAN SHE ASKED FOR. 
Mrs. SPOONEY. — Will you love me just as 
much, darling, when I am old? 
MR. SPOONEY.— More, Lydia; 
so silly then! 
THE FIRST McGINTY. 
ScIPIO.—Terentius, sing me that ancient bal- 
lad about Horatius at the Bridge. 
TERENTIUS.— ‘‘ Down wint Horatius to the 
bottom of the Tiber, 
Dressed in his best suit av clothes!” 


you won’t be 


DYSPEPSIA AND INSOMNIA are not unmixed 
evils. Without them the world would have 
lost much imagination and eloquence. 





FOR STRENGTH, 


NOURISHMENT aso REFRESHMENT 





ARMOUR & CO., Chicago, Sole Mtrs, 
PUCK’S LIBRARY, 10c, 





All Newsdealers, 








“How ingenuously Mr. Pozzoni complimented 
my complexion to-night.” After a moment's 
reflection: ‘Oh, Heavens, I wonder if he can 
be the face-powder man!” 54 










‘BURP.& FACKARD 


See that EVERY PAIR is STAMPED 
THE BURT & PACKARD 


*‘‘Korrect Shape.’’ 





ntl 


“om shy oust 


cco Oe sIGia ANS! 


FOREIGN MATTER. 
OR Sate not com omen piavEuR, 


PRIQ 
sw 
Ae eS, tetemage , 


Lontonts 
spr hia 


SPARKLING AND STILL. 


FINEST TABLE WATER 
ON THE MARKET. 
Used at all leading HOTELS and CLUBS. 
Sold by first-class Grocers and Druggists. 
Malin Office, Nashua, N. H. New York, 323 Broadway. 
Send for Pamphlet. 
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GRATEFUL — COMFORTING. 


EPPS'S COCOA 


BREAKFAST. 


‘« By a thorough knowledge of the natural laws which govern 
the operations of digestion and nutrition, and by a careful appli- 
cation of the fine properties of well- selected Cocoa, Mr. Epps has 
provided our breakfast tables with a delicately flavored beverage 
which may save us many heavy doctors’ bills. It is by the ju- 
dicious use of such articles of diet that a constitution may be 
gradually built up until strong enough to resist every tendency to 
disease. Hundreds of subtle maladies are floating around us 
ready to attack wherever there is a weak point. We may escape 
many a fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well fortified with pure 
blood and a properly nourished frame.’”’ — Civil Service Gazette. 

Made simply with boiling water or milk. Sold only in half- 
- fo by Soo, | labelled thus : 

MES EPPS & CO., Homeopathic Chemists, 
London, England. 2* 








AND STEREOPTICONS 


afford the best and cheapest means of a. tooting Be for 
Colleges, Schoo A unday Schools. 
assortment of Views, thenretien art, science, a > 


gion and travel, is immense. For Home A and Parlor Entertainment, etc., poiblies can 


found a ~yo~ or amusing, 


Church Entertainments, Publi ic Exbible 


lar tila tilfustrat= -P AY WELL. Zier Wen ends Holaday 


eecusgre am 
NE d us your 
ot tae on roe 


iy and ship to all of the wor! 
to conduct Faron Entertainments for 


1d. If you wish to know how to order, how 
re, or P’ Public Exhibitions, ete., for MAKING 


paper), uae will an 8 poeta 208 PAGE BOOK FREE 


McALLISTER, Manufact’g Optician, 49 Nassau St., New York City 














The largest establishment in the World for the 
treatment of Hair and Scalp, Eczema, Moles, Warts, 


Wrinkles, Red Nose, Red Veins, Gily Skin, Acne, 

Pimples, Blackheads, Barber’s Itch, Scars, Pit- 
tings, Powder Marks, Bleaching, Facial Develop- 
ment, Hollow or Sunken Cheeks, etc. Consultation 
free at office or by letter. 22 page book on all 
skin and scalp affections and their “apenas a sent 
a to a ak address on receipt of 1 @ cents. 

WOODBURY, Dermatologist, 

125 W. wore st, New York City. 


WOODBURY’S FACIAL Gear for th 
Scalp, at Druggists or by Mail, So Conte, -"— 


PS PORES OR wey 
DEAD HENS lay no eggs, because they are 
eaten; it can not be sung of them, ‘Each 

in its narrow cell forever laid.” 


a 
ake the Cigar, You Make the Smoke. 
Best Cigar. 5 cents each, 
TIGER Gij BANA } yh. - per bundle. Ask your 
dealer for them. 
L. MILLER «& CUB 149 Chambers St., N. Y., Manufacturers. 992 
(Fe a a A en SEE ACE AC BRET" “CR AOR 
00 00A MONTH can be made 
$75.“°to s $250.2° Tey ep Persons 
time tothe bua moments nen 


ce pare y vacancies in to we d citi 
Bp” JOHNSON & 00, 1000 Main St. Richmond. Va, &5s* 




















FACIAL BLEMISHES. | 


Superfluous oo, Birthmarks, Moth, Freckles, ! 





ROOFING. 


GUM-ELASTIC ROOFING FELT costs only $2.00 per 
190 square feet. Makes a good roof for years, and anyone can 
put it on. Send stamp for sample and full particulars. 

GUM ELASTIC ROOFING CO., 


39 & 41 West Broapway, New York. 


LOCAL AGENTS Ww ANTED. 64 


usii nti-Corpulene Pitis” lose 15ibs. a 
opt y we no serery where no poison _~—— 
fail. id b sts e where or sent by mai ‘artic- 
fe. WwiLco Xx SPECIF 1C CO., Phila., Pa. 













D. L. Down's HEALTH EXERCISER. 
TOR BRAIN-WORKERS & SEDENTARY PEOPLE: 
meee Gentlemen, Ladies, Youths; the Athlete or Invalid. 
UIE A complete gymnasium. Takes be but 6 in, equare 
Seesere 00r room ; new, scientific, durable, comprehensive, 
‘ es . Indorsed by 30,000 physicians, lawyers, 
clergymen, editors and others now usingit, Send for 
llustrated circular, 40 engravings, no charge. Prof, 
Culture, 
ith Street, New York. 


D.L. Dowd, Selentife puyeent ene X 


{TRADE MARK.) 


WINTER = BE Pre ie 

OUTDON ed 

tiie PRICES ON 

buy new and Aceve big money. Easy payments, ali 
makes, new 


&2da 
—_ sey Joblots.c t 
wekeaciet cc" BIGYGLES 
Py aor t Peoria, Ill. 








ae, $1.25, $2.10, or $3.50 for a superb 

box of candy by express, prepaid, east 
of Denver or west of New York. Suit- 
able for presents. Sample orders so- 
licited. Address, 


Cc. F. CUNTHER, Co ti 
21 & Sears St. Chicago. 







WRIGHT'S MYRRH TOOTH. SOAP. 


Gives Pearly White Teeth, Ruby Gums, Pure Breath, 
Cooling and Refreshing. 25 cts. Send for book “Care 
of Teeth” free. Wright & Co., Chemists, Detroit, Mich. 
Also in liquid or powder form 





MILLER BROS STEEL PENS 


“ig, the BEST. 
M.F.R.S.°} STEE ENS 
Ink Erasers”? P 


Are AMERICAN 
MILLER BROS. Gurtery C 
M —N NN 








Catalogue free. Address Typewriter Department, POPE 
MANUFACTURING CO., ston, New York, Chicago. 





> GARFIELD. 


oNSTIPATION 


AND 


E A sick iekbacue 
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A WONDERFUL MEDICINE! 





CHAM 
BEEILLS 





S 





A Painless and 
Effectual 
Medicine 
Acting like 
Magic. 





Beecham’s 
Pills 


For Dizziness and 
weiness. 





Beecham’s 
Pills 


For Cold Chills, 
Flushings of 
Heat. 





Are universally admitted to be the Great Antidote 
for Bilious and Nervous Disorders, such as Wind 
and Pain in the Stomach, Sick Headache, Giddi- 
ness, Fullness and Swelling after Meals, Dizziness 
and Drowsiness, Cold Chills, Flushings of Heat, 
Loss of Appetite, Costiveness, Shortness of Breath, 
Disturbed Sleep, Frightful Dreams, Scurvy, Blotches 
on the Skin, and all Nervous and Trembling Sen- 
sations, &c. The first dose will give relief in 
twenty minutes. This is no fiction, for they have 
done it in countless cases. Every sufferer is earnestly 
invited to try one Box of these Pills, and they will 
be acknowledged to be worth a Guinea a Box. 


The Great 
English 


Established 
Half a Century. 


Pills 


For Nervous Dis- 
orders. 


Remedy 


Beecham’s 





Beecham’s 
Pills 


Have Saved the Lives 
of Thousands. 











WORTH A GUINEA A BOX. 











Beecham’s 
Pills 


For Costiveness and 
Scurvy. 





Beecham’s 


Pills 
For Sick Headache. 


Beecham’s 
Pills 


Will restore the Rose- 
bud of Health to 
every one who 
uses them. 








Beecham’s 
Pills 


For Blotches on the 
Skin. 





If taken according to the Directions given with 
each Box, they will soon restore Sufferers of all ages 
to sound and robust health. This has been proved 
by Thousands who have tried them and found the 
benefits which are insured by their use. 

A few doses will be found to work wonders 
upon the most important organs of the human ma- 
chine. They Strengthen the whole Muscular System, 
restore the long-lost Complexion, bring back the 
keen edge of Appetite, and arouse into action, with 
the Rosebud of Health, the whole physical energy 
of the human frame. These are Facts testified con- 
tinually by members of all classes of society; and 
one of the best guarantees to the Nervous and 
Debilitated is, Beecham’s Pills have the Largest 
Sale of any Patent Medicine in the World. 


Beecham’s 
Pills 


Are Adapted for Old 
And Young. 


Beecham’s 
Pills 


For Bilious Attacks. 
Beecham’s 
Pills 


Are the Best Medicine 
for Female Com- 
plaints. 


| Beecham’s 
Pills 


For Fullness and 
Swelling After 
Meals. 











REMEMBER, Beecham’s Pills will cure a Weak Stomach, 
Sick Headache, Constipation, Impaired Digestion, 
Disordered Liver, and all kindred diseases. 


Sold by all Droggists and Patent Medicine Dealers | every Where, in Boxes, 25 Cents each. 


Prepared only b 


” States, 365 and 367 


Canal St., New York, who (if your druggist 


receipt of price — but inquire first. Please mention “Puck” in ordering. | 


THOS. BEECHAM, St. Helens, Lancashire, England. B. F. ALLEN CO., Sole agents for the United 
oes not keep them) will mail BEECHAWM’S PILLS on 








ie p--—~ ° Py =), ta ——. — *) 
—— Oe eye —— i 
J) a , Ses ; aS 


ae SS eT 


— 


— > 


=5 
Say 


=~ 
SS 


7 — 
4 Se 
C—— / 


as 
= 


—/ 


—— 


-—..] 
Sa" “NS 


a 
—+— Ss ets c= 
0 meee ae 


—=—5 
—— 


aa” 


am 


a os 


ow = Ss —- Ss 
0S SS SST 


=> 
“saa & 
—T CRT 


GOSesecs 











AS THEY DO IT AFTER ALL THESE YEARS. 
| | LARS PORSENA (over the billiard-game, A. D. 


| BIARDO 7T’S — will you s¢i/7 keep the bridge, 


HORATIUS COCLES (dropping it). —Naw; | 
can make a clean run that will wallop you, 
bridge or no bridge! 


“* Exquisite in bene 
I CNC Oto 4.87 
~—-MARION HARLAND. 
FAWe &20,, Xp, 


ee @ NEW YORK 
ZA 
- yy P 


ARE NOW OFFERING IN THEIR 
we 


j FUR —— 


ead. Sa e) EXCLUSIVE NOVELTIES 
a ue aed FUR TRIMMED 


AND 


Shoulder 


For the Christmas Dinner. F A p ES 


IN SEAL, SABLE, MINK, 
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; ASTR N, 
Ready save warming. PP song —_ Terrapin, vumuae dae. 
icken, Consommé, Purée 1 1S 
Better than Home-made. tune esas tin CAI E _DEAL, 
} . . Turtle, Ox-Tail, Tomato 
EI Y varies. selva : ; 
/ Quality never U . Chicken Gumbo, French WARRANTED 
Seu tie Bouillon, Julienne, Pea, Prin- Correct Styles, 
tanier, Mutton Broth, Vege- "i . 
Fancy Grocers have them. table, Beef, Pearl Tapioca. Perfect Fit, 
Exquisite Workmanship. 
4 | A sample can sent on recetpt of the price of postage, At one-third less than asked for similar 
3 14 cents. goods by so-called manufacturing Furriers. 
Illustrated Fashion Catalogue mailed free upon 


| application. 


The Franco- American Food Co., 6th Ave. and 20th St., 


Tdi Mi: Vork | CARL UPMANN’S 
42 West Broadway, New Yor BOUQUET CICAR. 




















COLD MEDAL PARIS (889. 


‘BELGIAN LAMP 


Rew Sy LEADING LAMP OF THE WORLD, 
I Endorsed by U. 8. Light-House 
F Department. 


ay sot k is the perfection 
erosene lamps. It 


White and’ erfect 
light, frm more pow. 

that of 

any other made. 


Over 600,000 Lamps Sold Yearly. 


MANUFACTURED BY THE 


*» AMERICAN BELGIAN LAMP CO. 
. 31 Barclay St., New York. 


cus Sen SAGOCRATED concusam, vy 30 cts. By MaiL, 35 cts. 





BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


| All genuine CARL UPMANN’S BOUQUET CIGARS have 
| a band bearing his name, as in above cut. This is the finest 
| zo-cent Cigar manufactured in the world. For the past ten years 
it has been sold by the leading jobbers in the United States, and 
has steadily increased in popularity and volume, having reached 


in 1889 over three and three-quarter millions; and it will reach 
five millions for 1890, and it to-day stands without a rival. For 
sale by all FIRST “CLASS RETAILERS in the principal cities 
throughout AMERICA. It is manufactured in two sizes — BOU- 
QUET EXTRAS, packed 25 and 50 in a box, and BOUQUET 
LONDRES, packed 100 ina box. If you desire a fragrant and 
delicious smoke, equal to many IMPORTED 20-cent cigars, the 
BOUQUET will surely please you, and the name of UPMANN, 
which every cigar bears, should be a sufficient guarantee of its 
high standard quality to satisfy the most fastidious consumer. 


QUEEN VICTORIA’S 


| Wedding Present, * PRINCE REGENT” whis- 
LOGIc PROVES or disproves all things, but it | 


does n’t accomplish them. This may show key, from $2.00 to $10.00 per Quart. 
some people that the idea that ** Might makes HALF CENTURY LIQUOR HOUSE, 
ee ee is not + ageter an enenined oval. evil. os 523 LIBERTY STREET, PITTSBURG, PA. 
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INDISPUTABLE EVIDENCE OF SUPERIORITY. 
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Frm Dr. REDWOOD, Php, Fs, F.1Cc. 


Professor of Chemastry and Pharmacy to the 
i Pharmaceutical Society of Great Britain. 
| " EING authorised by Messrs. PEARS to purchase at any and all 
times and of any dealers samples of their soap (thus ensuring 
such samples being of exactly the same quality as is supplied 
to the general public), and to submit same to the strictest chemical an- 
_ 3 alysis, I am enabled to guarantee its invariable purity. 
| i My analytical and practical experience of PEARS’ SOAP now ex- 
tends over a lengthened period 


----NEARLY FIFTY YEARS --- during which time - - - - 
I have never come across another 


Toilet Soap which so closely 
realises my ideal of perfection, 


its purity is such that it may be used with perfect confidence 
upon the tenderest and most sensitive skin--- 


EVEN THAT OF A NEW BORN BABE.” 


= Insist on having Pears’ Soap, as there are 
vile imitations. Substitutes are sometimes recom- 
mended by druggists and shopkeepers for the sole 
purpose of making more profit out of you. 
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A CHRISTMAS WAIT IN Y° OLDEN TIME. 


MR. SINISTER FRIGIDAY, Loguitur:— Miss 'd by three minutes! And the roasted pig 
Dod rat it and dod rat it and dod rat it! Shall gladden other palates, and the port 
‘T is scant two hours since fair Aurora climb’d Shall kindle other souls, while I shall sit 
The pallid blue of wintry heaven’s dome, In this Sahara ot a moral town, 
And Evening’s star-wing’d feet will light the sky Where no drink is, and spend my Christmas Day 
Ere that thrice seven times accurséd stage In edifying thought and lofty dreams. 
Shall dump my ancient carcass at Chine Hall. Dod rat the thought. Dod rat the dreams. Dod rat it! 
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FAMILY CHRISTMAS-TREE is an occasion of vary- 
ing emotions, among which may be mentioned 
Joy, Envy, Pleasure, Jealousy, Fun, Grief, 
Hatred, Love. There may also be different 
varieties of these various emotions. For in- 
stance, Love may exist as Unrequited, Doubting. 
Sally Leigh, old Mrs. Gunter’s grand niece, 
always superintended the dressing and decking 
of the Gunter Family Christmas-tree, and this 
year she had selected to be her sole assistant, Joe 
Hallet, who was old man Gunter’s first cousin, 
third remove. 
She had selected him because she loved him; and as 
she knew he did n’t care a rap for her, and was terribly 
bored by the whole business, she took a keen feminine delight in bossing 
him about, and in picturing to herself how nice it would be to boss him about 
all the time. She despised herself for this weakness, but did n’t allow it to 
interfere with her enjoyment. 

Joe was acting his part beautifully. He could not have been glummer 
and less communicative and more obedient if he had really been married — 
along time. He did exactly as he was told, and occasional groans were 
all that betrayed his real feelings. These only gave an added zest to Sally’s 
pleasure, and Revenge crept slyly into the catalogue of emotions already 
noted. 

The only trouble was, Joe was so exceedingly docile that in a sur- 
prisingly short time the popcorn, ornaments, candles, cornucopias and the 
lighter presents had been properly placed amid the branches, and the 
heavier articles disposed about the base. 

«That all?” sighed Joe. 

‘Oh, no!” cried Sally, cheerfully. «‘ There are two presents missing.” 

‘‘ Which?” asked Joe, with little interest. 

‘Why, yours to me, and mine to you, to be sure!” 

‘¢ What — have you got a present for me?” asked Joe with surprise. 

‘¢Oh, never mind,” said Sally; «« 1 won’t embarrass you by giving it to 
you if you have n’t one for me.” 

*<It won’t embarrass me in the least.” 

‘Well, it ought to. There; don’t worry. I was only joking — see, 
I have n’t any present for you, after all.” 

«Yes, you have,” said Joe, who was beginning to wake up a little; 
*‘you ’ve got one for me upstairs.” 

‘¢ Have n’t!” 

‘¢ Have!” 

‘¢ Have n’t!” 

**Not if I’ve got one for you?” 

‘¢ Honestly?” 

‘Now | know you have. Gave yourself away that time!” 

“‘ Mean!” 

‘Go up and get it, like a good girl.” 

‘I think you ’re horrid.” 

“Well, Dlease.” 

‘* Will you have your present for me on the tree when I come down?” 

**Yes. Cross my heart.” 

«On the tree?” 

«‘On the tree.” 

‘‘Remember — you ’ve promised,” and Joe was left alone. 

He sat down on the box which supported the tree, took from his 
pocket a small but rather heavy package, placed it beside him, and con- 
tinued to think. 

You see, Joe had been thinking for some time, for several months, in 
_ a nearly two years ; and more he thought, the less able he seemed 

make up his mind. The difficulty was, he was thinking about Sally; and 
he was trying to find out if he loved her or not. 
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TREE. 


He had as yet arrived at no settled conclusion. Sometimes he was sure 
he loved her very much; and other times, he saw clearly that it was all a 
mistake, and that he loved some one else a great deal better — himself usually. 

Then he used to think if she would only give him some sign of caring 
for him it would make everything much easier. But he knew that she 
was ini’t the girl to give her affections where they had not been sought, and 
as he had hitherto carefully abstained from committing himself, he foresaw 
that after he had once declared his intentions, he would have a long fight 
and a long wait before he got her, if, indeed, he ever did. 

Besides, he did n’t know whether a man of his selfish nature was cal- 
culated to make such a woman happy. Even if he were so constituted, and 
he admitted that possibility, he could never be swve that he would be happy 
with her. That seemed a dreary prospect to behold at the end of a long, 
uphill courtship. Now, if she would give him the least inkling of how she 
would act if she did ever get to love him — 

The door opened, and there she stood —a pretty picture, surely; but 
did he really — 

Suddenly she started, and turned pale. Her eyes searching quickly 
over the tree told her that nothing had been placed there in her absence, 
but there was Joe — Joe sitting close among the branches! 

It was only for an instant, then the blood rushed back to her face as 


she saw —oh, the shame of it!—how meanly her feelings had let her 
imagination play her false. 
«I hate you!” Somehow her voice did not have the playful ring 


she meant to give it. 
Joe looked up, shocked and rather pale. Her greeting came 
like a dash of ice water on top of his long think. 


‘¢ What do you mean?” tL 
‘¢ You have n’t any present for me.” “AS 
‘¢ Yes, I have.” . “é 
‘¢ Where, then?” ie fl 








‘«‘ Why, here, right before your eyes. Can’t you see?” Put- 
ting his hand on the box at his side. 

Sally, looking straight in his eyes, saw only Joe. ‘* But 
— you — said — you — would — put — it— on — the tree.” 

«Yes; but it was slightly heavy to hang on the 
branches ;” he could not help smiling at her earnestness. 

«¢ Yes, of course,” her voice sounded very strangely. 
Joe noticed it. ‘But what is it?” 

«¢Can’t you see?” he asked, rising from his seat. 

«Yes, yes, I see, I see; but what do you 
mean? You’re fooling me; don’t you see 
what a fool you ’re making of me?” 

She seemed about to faint. Joe held out 
his arms toward her. 

‘¢No, Iam not; I was never more earnest 
in my life —d— d— darling /” 

«‘Then it’s true! it’s true! Joe,” she 
whispered as his arms closed about her; ‘and 
you ’re my present after all. Joe, this is 
the best Christmas present I ever had in 
all my life.” 

‘It’s not half so good as mine.” 

And there was only one kind of Love 
present at the Gunter Family Christ- 
mas-tree, after all. 

H. G. Paine. 











THE CHRISTMAS PUCK. 


TRIPLE » PEGGY: 








RIFLE, Peggy, with your fork, 
Waste your bread in pellet-making, 
Study out your plate’s design, 
Sip a little at your wine, 
Drop your eyes, dear, while I talk — 
Never mind how long it’s taking 
me to say: 


“Peggy, Peggy, won’t you drop 
Truffled pheasant for a chop, 
Broiled — it ’s all I can afford — 
Broiled for my domestic board, 
Whose economy must shun 
Salmon steak and venison? 
Won’t you give up sauce soubise 
For a boiled potato, please? 
Eat your sweetbread without peas, 
And come down from rich de bries Mr. D. P. Works (Christmas Eve).—Well, | got the sack, 
To a corner-grocer’s cheese ? after all. 
Reed-birds you will never see, Mrs. WorkKsS.— Oh, you dear! Did you get the sealskin 
Peggy, when you dine with me. or the other? 

I were something more than rash Mr. Works.— I got the other — the sack —the bounce — 

Did I promise you pistache. discharge! I've got no job — understand? 
Lucky she who daily fares ct = 


At my table on éclairs, 
Or whom I can ask to join JOHNNY’S CHRISTMAS. 
Me, dear, in a macedoine. ‘¢ And what did you get in your stocking Christmas 
morning, Johnny?” asked the district visitor. 


Yet till Mrs. Jones again | 
Gives a little dinner, when ‘Me fut,” replied Johnny, tersely and 
gloomily. 


She ’ll ask us, we may assume, 

To the feast as bride and groom, 
Won't you, to come sweeten mine, 
Coffee such as this resign?” 





DISAPPOINTED HOPES. 

















SHOPPY. 
‘¢What are all those hats doing on 
the. X-mas tree?” 


With such roses at your plate, ‘¢Oh, Castor is giving them to all his 


Where the old king-patterns glisten, 
With the tinted shades to throw 
Rose-beams on the nap below, 

Dining, Peggy dear, in state, 

Lord! I wonder that you listen. 


A RIGHT TO THE TITLE. 

«© You dear old blessed!” exclaimed 
Mrs. Soltair, when her husband handed 
her a fine pair of diamond earrings for a 
Christmas gift. 

«Why do you call me blessed?” 
asked Soltair. 

«Because it is more blessed to give 
than to receive.” 


AT THE CHRISTMAS TREE. 


‘¢T wonder how they scratched up so 
many of the presents.” 
‘«¢Oh, with Santa Claws.” 


REASONABLE DOUBT. 


BLENKINSOP. — Don’t fret, my boy, 
Santa Claus won’t forget you. 




































friends this year.” 
‘¢Bound to make his presents felt, 
evidently.” 


A QUESTION OF HEIGHT. 
PRETTY GIRL (at the florist’s, blush- 
ing).—lIs n’t that mistletoe very high? 
FLORIST. — Well, Miss, you know it 
has to be high enough for you to stand 
under it. 


A SUBSTITUTE SENSATION. 


‘¢ Did you ever slide down a toboggan 
chute?” 
‘¢No; but I fell out of a balloon once.” 


A CHRISTMAS WISH. 


Three things I ask for Christmas Day; 
To wit: a heavy fall of snow, 

My Phyllis with me in a sleigh, 
And then a bunch of mistletoe. 

i. 3. Mf. 








ToMMY BLENKINSOP. — That’s all 
right, Dad; I ain’t afraid he ’ll forget the 
tin whistle I asked for; but I can’t help 
being a trifle nervous about his recollect- 
ing the bicycle and the watch and chain. 








A HOLIDAY INCIDENT 
IN THE OLDEN TIME. 


WATCHMAN.— 'T is ten o'clock 
and time all lights were out! — 
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POOR BIRDY! 


Miss LARKIN.— Oh, the poor little birds! What will they do, seek- 
ing shelter in this snow-storm? 

Mr. Rosin A. DARE.—I can tie my handkerchief over that one you 
have in your hat, dear, if you think it needs protection. 





HOPEFUL. 
‘‘And are you really engaged to young Charlie Quibble? Why, he’s 
nothing but a poor lawyer! ” 
«¢ Well, he won’t be long, if he pleads every suit as successfully as he 
has his own.” 


‘‘and if the knave who hath removed the plank from 
_ across this ditch will come forth, I will break him into 
full four-score pieces."’ 
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SUING FOR DAMAGES. 


RS. MULRANEY passed across her heated brow‘a new handkerchief 
M trimmed with imitation lace; she adjusted her green ribbons, and 
gave the front of her dress an approving pat; she exchanged smiles 

with another approving Pat who was seated far back among the spectators, 
for on the successful termination of this suit the speedy happiness of the 
pair depended. She felt that she had passed handsomely through 

the ordeal, and was by no means prepared for her counsel 5 
concluding words. <‘* You may have the witness,” he had re- 
marked with a friendly nod toward the attorney for the defense. 

«*Can he, indade? an’ much good may she do him,” retorteJ 

Mrs. Mulraney, wheeling around to confront the enemy. 

Pat, in the background, hitched uneasily on his seat. It 
was a settled thing that he should have the witness 
when these lawyers were done with her. 

‘*You are a widow, I believe, Mrs. Mulraney?” 
began the opposing counsel in a pleasant, conversa- 
tional tone. 

‘¢That’s what I am, an’ I can call witnesses to 

prove it,” answered the plaintiff; and Pat half 

rose from his chair. This was a point to which he 
could speak from personal knowledge. 

‘¢ Now, how do you know that: it was the hose 
cart attached to Engine 31 that ran over you at Eighth 

Avenue and 23d Street on the day in question?” pro- 
ceeded the cross-examiner. 

«¢ Beca’se I heerd the b’ys yellin’ it out: ‘There she goes with her 
hose strealin’!’ And at first I thought it was me own stockin’s they meant, 
for who ’s to know how the likes would 
be, an’ a body knocked down wid horse 
power? But sure it was the engine’s 
stockin’ — hose, I mane -—they had 
riference to.” 

‘*Iexactly; so it is from hearsay 
you accuse the engine —” 

‘¢Sorra taste; it was from fee- 
lin’, wid me back bruk, an’ all me 
vallybles ground into me!” 

‘¢Please allow me to finish 
my question. Where were you 
going at the time the accident 
occurred?” 

«¢T was goin’ home, as a da- 
cent woman should, close on to 
tin at night, which is always me 
hour on me Sunday out.” 

‘¢So you had been spending ; 
the day out! Now, where were ~~ Sal Wal hd 
you coming from?” " =e 

‘<I object,” interjected plain- 
tiff’s counsel, springing to his feet. 

«*An’ so do I!” echoed Mrs. 
Mulraney. ‘I object strong! What call 
has he axin’ the like o’ them questions, anyhow? ” 

A short tilt between the lawyers brought out that counsel 
for the defense was seeking to impugn plaintiff’s sobriety. 

The question was allowed. 

‘¢ Well, then, I was spendin’ the evenin’ wid Pat— wasn’t I, Pat? — 
and did ere a sup pass me two lips, barrin’ that little tint o’ beer what ye’d 
be to have me to drink? an’ now may be it’s goin’ to cost m2 thousands o’ 
dollars! Spake up, Pat, yer sowl ye, an’ till His Honor I niver looked the 
side of as much liquor as ’u’d drown’d a flee that blissid day.” 

Thus adjured, Pat rose; but his answer was not admitted by the court. 
The cross-examination continued, and by this time Mrs. Mulraney was in a 
highly excited and nervous state. 

‘¢] have been given to understand,” pursued the lawyer, after a glance 
at his notes, ‘‘that with regard to the damages sought in this action, the 
plaintiff has already executed a conveyance —” 

‘¢Is it me?” shrieked Mrs. Mulraney, horrified at this monstrous alle- 
gation; ‘‘is it me executed a conveyance, when it’s only by special mercy 
the conveyance did n’t execute me? I tell you I’d come uptown in a car 
wid Pat, there beyant, and I towld him good-by at the corner, an’ started 
to cross the strate, an’ —” 

‘¢In what did you cross the street?” interposed the examining counsel. 

‘¢In the mud! More betoken, I wish ye cud ha’ seen me Sunday gown 
afther me bein’ rowled in it, an’ only for the dacency of the policeman 
what ’s placed there to protect the furtous drivers, sorra cross iver I’d_ ha’ 
crossed.” 

«¢T mean, did you ride or walk?” interrupted the lawyer, impatiently. 

‘¢Faix, I done nayther, sir. I run, an’ kep’ a-runnin’ till I was 
knocked down.” 

*¢ This was at the crossing of Eighth Avenue and 23d Street?” 























‘‘ That ’s where it was, an’ aisier an’ safer I ’d find it to 

cross the siven oceans in a horse-car that same night!” 

‘¢ From what direction did the hose cart approach ?” 

‘¢ There were maychines comin’ from all sides, an’ 

I think it come down out o’ the skies; it struck me 
that suddint.” 

‘¢ There are no engine houses in that direction,” 

remarked the lawyer, with a smile. 

“¢[ don’t doubt but what the fires do be mostly 

the other way,” assented the witness. 

‘¢What is your profession, or calling?” 

‘¢]’m a cook, sir, which same is a neces- _g 

sary aivil, as ye ’ll own, for ye look like a gin- 7 
tleman ’u’d enjoy a good dinner yersilf, an’ I 
don’t say but the same ’u’d do ye good; an’ 
I ’ve ivery second Sunday to meself, as a lady 
has a right, to walk out wid or widout company — that 

same ’s Pat, beyant—an’ to go abroad an’ be run over at will 

by vehicles an’ convaynincies which go harmless and often unprotected 
through the strates of this city, which have no other place to walk an’ 
have ivery right to, widout bein’ ground down an’ bruk up so as I can’t 
make me livin’ —a thing I’ve always done honest, an’ niver failed till now 
to have a few dollars to send home to me ould father ’round about Christ- 
mas time.” 

«¢ A very proper feeling, Mrs. Mulraney; but, surcly, this trifling acci- 

dent has not debarred you from the exercise of your honorable profession.” 

‘¢ Thriflin’? wid me lift rib impressin’ on me heart, as the doctor towld 

me! ¢Ma’am,’ sez he, ‘it’s only astonishin’ that you ’re alive 

this minnit’, an’ not a day but it takes the biggest 

part of a bottle o’ brandy to kape up me 

spirits at all at all, to say nothin’ of a dacent 

b’y that was axin’ to marry me; an’ how 

can I ax him to take an ould sack o’ 

crushed bones, whin it was a_pur- 
fessed cook he was coortin’?” 

‘1 do not think your accident 
will cost you your sweetheart,” re- 
marked the lawyer, with a quizzical 
glance at Pat, who had remained 
a deeply interested spectator, ‘‘ nor 
do you seem to have suffered in 
other ways. I can not learn that 
either your salary or your perquis- 
ites are in abeyance —” 

«¢ They ’re in the bank, led up 

for a green ould age! Where else ’d 
they be?” 
‘¢ That ’s all, Madame; you can stand 
down.” 
‘¢Thank Yer Honor; -I ’d liefer sit 
down, av ye plaze.” 
«¢ Just as you like, Ma’am.” 
«¢ An’ me damages—don’t I git them?” 
‘¢ That is a question for the jury to decide.” 
«¢ Ah, an’ av that’s the way of it, I’ve no 
call to be afeard. It’s not in this town that 
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ye ‘ll find any twelve men who won’t know the 
dangers an’ perils av the strates;. and it’s not in unther the skin av any 
o’ thim fine-lookin’, cliver, good gintlemen to take the bread out o’ a 
a dasent b’y happy, 


’ 


poor widdy’s mouth, whin they can make her an 
widout its costin’ wan o’ thim a cint! Yer sarvent, 
good gintlemen, an’ may all sorts 0’ good 
luck attend ye, an’ —” 

‘¢ Come, come, my good woman !” 

‘¢Yis, Yer Honor; an’ may the 
wish o’ yer hearts niver fail ye, an’ may 
ye niver die till ye see great-grand- 
children ’round ye, as handsome as 
yersilves! Yis, Your Honor, I hear 
ye!” and Mrs. Mulraney joined her 
counsel. 

Owing to the justice of her cause, 
to her judicious application of blarney 
to the jurors, or to her masterly resist- 
ance during a severe cross-examination, 
Mrs. Mulraney collected two thousand 
dollars from the city, abandoned her 
professional career, and is now living 
in affluence with ‘the b’y of her 
ch’ice.” 

G. H. Jessop. 




















THE CHRISTMAS PUCK. aa 


A PROPOSITION. 
LET US CAPTURE Love, my sweet, 
Bind him tightly hands and feet, 
Cast him thence into the sea, 
Put an end to misery. 


Ah, we have the little sprite ! 
Shall we thrust him into night, 
Where no mischief can he do? 
No — let ’s keep him — just we two. 
Flavel Scott Mines. 


FORWARD, LADY AND GENT. 


‘¢Come, Miss Wobbash, will you trip the light fantastic toe?” 
‘¢] ’d rather trip to the light fantastic mistletoe.” 


FLATTERY. 

Tom.— That photographer wanted me to sit for my picture. He said 
he had taken pictures of a number of great men, and he urged me to sit 
for mine. 

Jack.— And you did? 

Tom.— Oh, yes! 





PRESUMPTION. 
Miss Bussey (on receiving her first kiss ).—1’m surprised at your 
audacity, sir. 
MR. BRACE (giving her another).—\’m a little bit surprised at it 
myself; but ] guess it’s all right. 


ON THE “L”-ROAD. 


‘¢ YOU MUST NOT on the platforms stand,” 
Is the way the railroad’s notice goes ;— 
And so, to keep the rule, we ’re forced 
To stand on other people’s toes! 





A SHREWD TRADER. 


CusTOMER.— Yo's heered ob d’ two-headed night’ngale ? 

MADAME Bupp.— I have. 

CUSTOMER.—Well, I's her fader. Whad discount do I git 
off on a pa'r ob bunnits? 









A PRODIGAL MOTHER. 


ND YOU ARE determined on this shameful extrava- 
gance, Allegretta?” demanded the husband of 
the world-famous Soprano, as he gazed with 

a haggard frown into the face of the peer- 

less woman who stood before him with the 
7 light of a firm resolution in every lineament 
fs | see > of her classic countenance. 

: » ‘¢l am, Guiseppe. Consider the season. 
Remember a mother’s love for her only 
) child. Look at dear baby as he lies slum- 
‘ bering here in his little nest. Ah, Guiseppe, 
the mother must sometimes overcome the 
woman. Combat me no more. I will do it — 
but this once and this once only.” 

‘« Be it so, then,” assented her husband, sadly; ‘but breathe 
no word of your weakness to any human being, or your name will 
be a by-word among lyric artistes.” 

**You can trust me, Guiseppe,” proudly returned the Diva, 
and bending softly over the cot, she sung a $1,000 lullaby to the 
dreaming infant. 

‘* Allegretta,” groaned her husband, ‘this extravagance Sy 
breaks my heart!” and with a heavy sigh he resumed his mo- ! { 
notonous occupation of passing government bonds through a j 
patent coupon-cutter. 





A TREAT FOR THE OLD GIRL. 


EpITH.— Young Mr. Goodfeller just kissed Hetty Prim 
under the mistletoe. | 
MAuD.— He was always a kind-hearted chap! 


THE PANTRY SAINT. . 
‘“Oh, see! There’s a piece chipped out of this lovely vase!” 
‘«< Well, you must remember that it came from St. Nich.” 


IT WAS NOT HIS TIME. 


~ : BAFFLED. ‘Oh, Mr. Dépét, do tell us a story!” exclaimed a maiden, 
Miss THRUST.— Like the wise surgeon, I hurt you only to help just introduced. 
you. Now, don't you think — ‘*My dear,” said the maiden’s Mama, rebukingly; ‘‘ you 
. MISS PARRY (smiling ).— Pardon me; but [ must decline to think. must wait until after dinner. Mr. Dépét is an after-dinner 
Like the wise patient, I refuse to induce inflammation by action of any sort. speaker, you know.” 
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Ah, the phantoms that fancy can conjure around it 


To it far in the past, and who finally found it 





HERE ’S AN odd little door in a grimy blind alley, 
A door that is broken, black, battered, and small, 
And it stands at the end of a shadowy valley, 
’Twixt a tenement house and a factory wall. 
All the panels are splintered, and since they were varnished 
The long years that have passed near amount to u score, 
And it swings with a squeak, for quite rusty and tarnished 
Are the hinges and lock of the little stage door. 


A belligerent Celt by the name of McNally, 
Who, to use an old phrase, is as ugly as sin, 
Stands a vigilant guard, and keeps accurate tally 
Of the people who go to the regions within. 
For the stranger who thoughtlessly taps at the portal 
He awaits with a frown and a terrible roar 
Of, ‘*Say, what!—what d’ ye want?” so the 
average mortal 
Has a deep-rooted fear of the little stage door. 





There ’s the young leading man, with his dresser and valet, 
The second old man with his property frown, 
Mam/’zelle Somethingorother, the queen of the ballet, 
Who but lately was known as Miss Smithers or Brown. 
The soubrette, the dancers, and all of the chorus, too, 
With the gasman, musicians, and several more 
Who aid in the bill, are the fortunate beings who 
Freely pass in and out of the little stage door. 


Then, again, there are those who persistently rally 
Round about it as soon as the play ’s at an end — 
The young swells who are seeking Maud, Minnie, or Sally, 
The duns that uncrushable trades-people send 
With neat little bills which are aged and overdue, 
The man with a play, the perennial bore, 
And long there they linger, though none of them ever knew 
The sought-for inside of the little stage door. 





Of the faces and forms of those players who came 


A hard conquered gate to the temple of Fame! 

s opened for these who gained riches and glory, 

It has closed upon hearts that were weary and sore, 
in many a lost and forgotten life story, 

What a part has been played by the little stage door! 





Glen Mac Donough. 





AFRICAN APHORISMS. 


BLoop aM ticker ’n water, but jedg’n’ f’um de way some men treats 
deir famblies it pears t’ be a good deal t’inner ’an w’iskey. 






A SOF’-HEADED NAIL am like a hard-headed man— dey ’s bof 
pow’ful hard ter drive. 


GITTIN’ MARRI’D makes one out ob two, but yit it doan’ 
somehow seem ter ex’cise a decreasin’ effec’ on de 
poperlation. 


WHAT DIS WORL’ needs mos’ ’tic’larly jes’ now am 
a leetle mo’ room at de bottom. 


WE VYAIN’T ALL on us Samsons, bredren. 
how yo’ use de jawbone. 


A CYNIC, BREDREN, am a man who doan’ ’spise de worl’ half 
’s much as de worl’ ’spises him. 


DE MAN who shout out he want ter bet yo’ fibe dollar Sat’day night, ’Il 
be roun’ wantin’ to borrer hit f’'um yo’ Monday mohnin’. 


PDE WUK DAT some men makes ’emselfs ter keep f’um payin’ a jus’ 
debt ’ud airn de ’hul sum ef put inter chorin’ er w’itewashin’. 


PDE FARM NIGGER what goes to d’ city ’specting he’s gwine 
t’? pick up gold in de streets, most gin’ly got ter sweep it 
out ob de mud at a dollar a day. 


[DERE AM nuffin’ in dis worl’ mo’ easier t’ git dan de t’ing 
we doan’ want. 


DE ARRAND-BOY am de comin’ man, and dat am jes’ de 
kin’ ob a slow job he’s a-honin’ fer. 


A SOF’ ANSWER tuhneth away wroth, but it am pow’ful 
invitin’ to book-peddlers. 


You KAINT eat yoh cake and hab it, too. Ef you doan’ 
wan’ ter loose yoh frien’, doan’ borrer money off’n ’im. 


BERNEV’LENCE of’en hide he’s light undah a bushel so well dat de 
po’ man doan’ know whar ter look fer him. 





























AN AFTER-DINNER EPISODE. 
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H®™® SISTERS to the ball ‘have gone, 
And she must sit alone, 
For only eighteen Summers 

This girl hath known. 

But, oh, how kind the Summers were, 

And, oh, how fair! 

To light the eyes that shine in her, 

And gild her hair. 











My Cinderella by the fire 
At home alone must sit, 
But over her the firelight 
Is glad to flit. 
And, oh, how soft the firelight lies, 
And, oh, how fair! 
Upon the lashes of her eyes, 
And on her hair. 


A little firelit smile awakes 
The dimple in her chin, 
And all her face turns happy, 
As I come in. 
And, oh, what cares she for the ball, 
However fair ! 
When her true lover’s kisses fall 
Upon her hair? 


And if my Cinderella dreams 
About a prince at all, 
Her prince is not invited 
To lead the ball. 
But, oh, how bright his kingdom shows, 
And, oh, how fair! 
And she has set her prince’s rose 
Within her hair. 
H. C. Bunner. 




















R. BLENKINSOP lived in a brown-stone house just a little off Murray 
M Hill. He got up on Christmas morning at nine o’clock. This was 
later by an hour ‘than he generally arose; but he had decided, the night 
before, to take a good long sleep, as he had a whole holiday before him. 

He rather wished he had n’t, on the whole. The extra 

hour had made his head heavy. He felt dull, as 

though there were some sympathy between his 

feelings and the cheerless, oppressive sky of 

which he got a peep through his front windows. 

He cut himself in shaving, and went down to 
breakfast a trifle out of temper. 

The Blenkinsops were very regular people. 

They had breakfast at 8:30 the year around. 
The 9:30 breakfast had been too much for the 
Irish cooking-machine in the basement. The rolls 

were heavy, the coffee was groundy, the sausages 
were cold. 

After breakfast Mr. Blenkinsop wanted to read his paper and smoke 
his cigar; but he found that there was only one cigar in the box, and that 
one was broken. Mr. Blenkinsop never could smoke a broken cigar. 

He said something unpleasant about himself for 
having let his stock get so low, and he went out to 
buy a dozen cigars at the shop around the corner. 

It was not a pleasant errand. The streets were 
bleak and cold, and he met only a few unpre- 
possessing citizens, who had not yet got over 
Christmas Eve, and who were all hurrying 
somewhere — some home, some to the bar- 
ber-shop, and some to the Turkish bath. 

He smoked one of the cigars from the 
shop around the corner as he read his news- 
paper, but it was not the kind he was accus- 
tomed to. The newspaper was dull. Mr. Blenkinsop 
felt that he was making a bad beginning of his Christmas holiday. 

He thought he would take a walk —a good long walk of ten or fifteen 








miles. He had often heard people say that that was the way to enjoy a 
holiday. Business men did n’t get enough exercise. Walking gave an 
appetite. He told his wife about it. 


‘1 don’t believe, dear,” she said, *¢ you can walk 
that distance and get home in time for dinner.” 

‘«Can’t walk fifteen miles before half-past 
six?” said Mr. Blenkinsop, indignantly ; << well, 
before 1 was mar —” 

‘But dinner ’s at two to-day, dear,” 
interrupted Mrs. Blenkinsop: ‘¢ Aunt 
Maria ’s coming, don’t you know?” 

‘* Great Ceesar’s Ghost!” exclaimed 
Mr. Blenkinsop; ‘¢ what made you choose 
that infernal hour? It always plays the 
devil with us both. Sundays is bad 
enough.” 

‘¢Well, you know Aunt Maria can’? 
eat late dinners. And then we always 

do dine at two on Christmas. 
I don’t know why we should, 
though. I’m sure I abhor 
it!” said Mrs. Blenkinsop. 
This spoiled Mr. Blenkinsop’s morning. 

He had forgotten, too, that Aunt Maria was coming, 
and he was not pleased to remember it, although she 
was his own aunt, and not Mrs. Blenkinsop’s. 

He smoked another cigar, and was sorry for it. 

He tried to read two or three books, and was sorry for 
the people who wrote them. Then he thought he 
would like to have a cosy chat with Mrs. Blenkinsop 
about old times and the first Christmas they were mar- 
ried; and he grew quite sentimental over the idea. But he 

found that Mrs. Blenkinsop was busy with the servants, and not available for 
conversational purposes. He wondered what other men did on Christmas. 

Then came Aunt Maria and dinner. Aunt Maria was very bad, even 
for Aunt Maria. She told them they were bringing up young Maria, her 
namesake, very carelessly, and that some day they would be sorry for it. 
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Then she talked about her health until Mrs. Blenkinsop saw that Mr. Blenkin- 
sop was getting dangerous and turned the conversation. Then Aunt Maria 
talked about the melancholy associations of the season. 

‘When I think,” she said, ‘that your poor Uncle Benson died just 
four days after Christmas, and that seventeen years ago next Thursday —” 

«It ain’t next Thursday yet,” said Mr. Blenkinsop. Aunt Maria did 
not say another word during the whole dinner. After dinner Mr. and Mrs. 
Blenkinsop felt dull and heavy. Young Maria was cross because she had 
been told she was not brought up carefully. Aunt Maria was silent and 
grim. Mrs. Blenkinsop privately scolded her husband, and he had to take 
Aunt Maria home and be very humble indeed. 

When he had landed Aunt Maria, he determined PR 
to take a walk before supper. He walked up the 
Boulevard, through the 6oth and 7oth and 8oth 
and goth streets, and he felt that he was not enjoy- 
ing his walk at all. The empty lots annoyed him. 
The scattered blocks of houses looked hideously 
new and shoppy and ready-made. He knew that 
there must be a great deal of plush furniture and 
a great many ten-dollar etchings in those houses. He 

wondered if his own street would ever run down so that he would have to 
move uptown and end his days in one of those offensively smart houses. 
He became wretchedly blue as he thought of it. 

‘‘It’s this beastly Christmas,” he thought, 
dismal. Confound Christmas, any way!” 

YOW/ 

Mr. Blenkinsop turned and saw a white dog spotted with black 
fighting a yellow dog. Several people were watching 
them; and Mr. Blenkinsop stood by the side of a 
shabby man in a pea-jacket and stared at them for 
ten minutes as they rolled over and over and injured 

each other’s ears. 
‘¢ That ’s a game dog, that yellow one,” 
at last. 
‘¢He’s game,” said the shabby man; ‘but he 
no breed. That other one’s got fox-terrier into him, and he ’ll 
win sure.” 

‘¢1’ll bet five cents the yellow dog wins,” said Mr. Blenkinsop. 

«1 "ll go yer,” said the shabby man. ‘I’m a sport myself.” 
The dogs kept on rolling over and over, and at last the yellow 
dog made a masterly flank movement and got the other dog 
by the hind leg. The other dog forgot his breed, 
wrenched himself loose, and fled, howl- 
ing. The shabby man put five cents 

into Mr. Blenkinsop’s hand. 

‘¢You ’ve won, pardner,” he said, 
‘cand I’m glad to pay yer. I like 
sporting blood, and I’m glad to meet 
a sport, if it’s only a five-cent sport. 

Good day!” and he turned away. 
Mr. Blenkinsop walked home with 
a swelling breast and a bright glow in 
his cheeks and in his heart. He jingled 
the money in his pocket, and thought 
he could distinguish the ring of the 
five-cent piece the shabby man had paid him. When 

he reached his front door he was humming a college song. 

He found Mrs. Blenkinsop lying on the sofa. 

«¢ What ’s the matter, my dear?” he asked. 

«Oh, everything ’s the matter,” said Mrs. Blenkinsop; ‘‘ Maria ’s gone 
to bed with a headache, and I ought to be there. I feel wre/ched/y — dull 
and depressed and just horrid, and this has been such a trying day. 
It seems to get worse every year. If you'll excuse me, 

I'll go to bed right after supper. I wish this mis- 
erable day were over. I think Christmas is per- 
fectly awful!” 

‘¢Christmas!” echoed Mr. 
amazement: ‘why, my love, you surprise M@)ig—) 4 
I think this has been a most delightful day! “7 
I don’t know when I ’ve enjoyed a Christmas so 


” 


thoroughly — in all my life! 





‘¢that makes me so 


he said, 





’s got 


Blenkinsop, ing 





Hollins B. Morgan. 
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THE CHRISTMAS PUCK. 


STONING THE RAISINS. 


E and SHE are sitting in the 
window-seat in the study. 
Enter HER MAMA, with a 
pan full of raisins. 
HER MAMA. —If you 
young people are n’t doing 
any thing, I’m going to 
make you stone these rais- 
ins. I’m making mince- 
meat, and | ’m just as busy as 
I can be. ; 

SHE. — Why, of course, 
Mama. It’ll be just fun. 

HeE.— Delighted, Mrs. Muz- 
zer! Well turn the whole 
job out in just about seven- 
teen minutes and a half. 

HER MAMA.—I guess not 
—there’s two pounds there. 
(Exit in the direction of 
the kitchen.) 
He.—Great scheme, is n’t it? 
How do you stone the things, 

any how? 

SHE.— Why, you just squinch ’em 

up like this — so! 

He.—I don’t seem to get the hang of it. 

SHE.— Why, how clumsy! You don’t hold them right. 

Hr.— How, so? 

SHE.—No, so / 

Hr.—This way? 

SHE.— No — why, how stupid you are! (Sets his fingers right with 
her own dainty hands.) There! 

Hr.— This is great fun. (SHE withdraws her fingers abruptly.) 

SHE.— Now, see how many you can stone while I’m doing one. 

Hkr.— Why does your mother make her own mince-meat? What’s 
the matter with the cook? 

SHE.— Nothing. But there are two things that Mama says should 
never be left to servants — mince-meat and sweet pickles. 

HrE.— Oh! 

SHE.— It’s a religious duty with her. 

HE.— I see. 

SHE.— Mama’s from New England, you know. 

HE.—Oh! (After a pause.) If you had a house, would you make 
mince-meat ? 

SHE.— Oh! I don’t know. 

HrE.— But would you? Just suppose. 















SHE.— Oh, yes, I guess so. i 4k 
~ —- et Fy 

He.— Chop up the stuff, and stone the ‘ oes 
raisins, and all? ; e #4 


SHE.—Why, I suppose so. What an 
absurd question ! 

HE.— No, it is n’t. 

SHE.—Yes, it is. 

HE.— No, it is n’t. d= == 

SHE.— Ridiculous! 

HeE.— Because, you know, if you 
want to, you can have the house, don’t 
you know, and I ’ll help you stone the 
raisins. 


(One Hour and a Half Later.) 


HER MAMA (from the kitchen). 
— Come, you young folks, are those 
raisins stoned yet? I’m waiting for 
them. 

SHE.—Oh, my heavens! Jack! 
how many have we got stoned? — 
one, two, three — gracious bless me, 
only four! 

HrE.— Who cares? Is it June? 

SHE.— Let go of my hands, Jack 
— oh, do, do, do! What will Mama 
say? 

HE.—Well, tell me. 

HER MAMA. — Ag-ne-e-e-e-e-s ! 

SHE.— Let go—oh— yes, June 
— May — April — any thing! In 
one minute, Mama — we’re not gwite 
through! Oh, Jack, do hurry up and help 
me stone these raisins. Yes, June, of 
course, you silly boy ! 


yez phweel thim ? 


O. £. Calendar. 


laynient wid 'm. 
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THE TRIALS OF OUR HELPERS. 


OFFICER MURPHY (under his moustache). — Pwfy doan’ 


NORAH (the nurse, out of the corner of her mouth).— 
Nayther av th’ thwins ‘Il ride backwards, an’ th’ mother 's 


IT WAS N’T EXPENSIVE. 

BooK AGENT.— That is a work, sir, in which the writer has handled 
his subject with a master’s grasp. A book which has received the highest 
encomiums of the pulpit, the press, and of educated and refined people 
wherever it has been seen. It is at once entertaining, instructive, and as a 
book of reference it is invaluable. It costs you four dollars. 

Busy MAN.— Cheap, is n’t it? 


BooK AGENT.— Remarkably so, for a work of its character. 
Busy MAN.—I did not refer to the book. 
BooK AGENT.— Excuse me, what did you refer to, sir? 


Busy MANn.— Talk. 
OVER - SENSITIVE. 

COHEN (the clothier).—Vot makes you look so black, Isaac? 

LOWENSTEIN (fhe fPawnbroker).—\ vas shoost been insulted apout 
my peezniss ! 

COHEN.— How vas dot? 

LOWENSTEIN.— Vy, dot fellow Harris asked me to step round to der 
club und play a dree-ball game mit him! 






WHY HE DID IT. 

OLD BROWN (bringing out the strap). — Do you 
know why I’m going to whip you, my son? 

LITTLE JOHNNY.—’Cause I’m small. If I 
was as big as that man next door who called you 
a liar, last night, you would n’t put a finger 
on me. 

DIGNITY REBUKED. 

‘¢ You ’ve got into me for all I’m worth,” 
remarked the Stocking to the Jumping-Jack. 

‘‘All the same, 1 ’m in a hole,” replied 
the Jumping-Jack. 

And when Santa Claus heard them talking in 
that way, he broke the Jumping-Jack and took the 
Stocking for a nosebag for one of his reindeer. 


IN TWO DOSES. 

‘‘Where is that brandy I had to put in the Mince-pie?” inquired 
Mrs. Boozeman, anxiously; ‘‘ you ain’t seen it, hev ye, Ezry?” 

‘’S all right, m’ dear,” replied Ezra; ‘brandy ’zh in me — Ill wait 
f’ my pie.” 

THE WRITTEN WORD. 

Mr. WRINKLES.— What ’s the matter, Mose? You look puzzled. 

MosE COONSTICKER.— Yassah; I’se been studyin’ ober dis ‘t’ing in 
der noospapah, but I kaint make nuffin outen it. 

Mr. WRINKLES.— No wonder, poor fellow; it’s a negro dialect story. 


THE BASIS OF A REPUTATION. 
SHE.—Is she a brilliant conversationalist ? 
HE.— Well, from what | saw of her, I should say that 








a aa : ; 
Te ke she could hold her own in soliloquy. 
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ir Love IN A COTTAGE is romantic to read 


about; but the railway fare necessary to 
the scheme is a stern reality. 


BRAINS ARE a good capital; but 

the market price of the stock 

fluctuates in a way to make bears 
and bulls dizzy. 


THIS WORLD is very old — 
But every age 

Sees some dyspeptic scold 
Pose as a sage. 


[Tv IS VERY EASY to have liberal 
views on a subject you have 
never thought of. 


A LEAN CHRISTMAS maketh a fat 
pocket-book. 


PEOPLE WHO listen at key-holes 
should be punished by what they 
hear, — lock-jaw. 


(CONSCIENTIOUS SCRUPLES are good things 

to have, so long as they are applied to 

the contents of one’s own skin. Used as a 

means of bullying the outside universe, they 
are a dismal failure. 
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@ WEDDERBURN waited a moment 
after the train went by for the 
disc of lead to cool, and then, after 
boring it carefully, fastened it on 
his curb brass watch-chain. 

It was about the diameter and 
thickness of a trade dollar, and be- 
fore being crushed by the wheels, it 

had been a globular cat-fish sinker. 
«¢] think I can snake the boys to-night,” 
he murmured, as he started for the forum — otherwise the village store. 
‘«<It’s been pretty hard sleddin’ to fix up th’ truth, so’s it ’ll be interestin’, 
lately; but I think I’ve hit a new twist,” and he fondled his new fob- 
pendant proudly, as he shuffled along. 

The same old crowd was waiting for him, and as he pushed in by the 
barrel of brooms to his regular seat on the unsalable bag of pop-corn, and 
took a comprehensive glance, his heart was light within him. 

‘¢ How’s fishin’? he asked of Uncle Bill Tait, as an opener. 

Uncle Bill had contracted rheumatism on a whaling voyage twenty 
years before, and had been just able to take his daily crawl from his house 
to the store in that time; but he fished constantly in his thoughts, and 
could tell of happenings by brook and pond which were strange enough to 
make it a pity that he only imagined them. 

‘«Tollerble,” he answered. ‘I ketched ninety-two bream afore day- 
light this mornin’, over back of Henninger’s. Was goin’ to send you over 
a mess, but Mother she wanted to salt ’m. Done any shootin’ lately?” 

‘‘No, no!” replied Mr. Wedderburn, reflectively. ‘¢I ain’t th’ shot I 
was wunst, an’ it’s kinder disapp’intin’ for me to go out.” 

Here he filliped the lead-disc on his chain, and poked up the fire with 
the tough toe of his kip boot. 

‘‘What’s that cow-tag doin’ on your brass-works?” asked Henry 
Keazar from his intrenchment on the other side of the stove. ‘‘’Fraid 
you ’ll lose yourself?” 

Mr. Wedderburn put on an extremely injured look, and, turning back 
the lapel of his coat, displayed a worn and battered G. A. R. badge. 

‘Say, Henry,” he exclaimed, ‘‘ you don’t want to make no fun of no 
veteran. You would n’t ’a’ been there hookin’ raisins out of that box be- 
hind yer ’f it had n’t been fer me an’ men like me. 

‘¢1 thought you ’d all seen that relic I ’ve wore on my chain ever sence 
war-time. Have n’t? Well, well!” and the injured look gave place to one 
of surprise. 

*<T°ll tell yer about it; but if you ’re mistaken, an’ I ev told yer be- 
fore, don’t yell ‘black walnuts,’ fer it’s yer own fault. 

“¢It was this way. 

*‘ The rebels was very thick in front of us down near Galesburg one 
day ; an’ as they kep’ advancin’, an’ fast at that, our cap’n says, says he to 
himself: 

‘*¢T reckin it ’ll be better t’ hev th’ boys start back an’ come ’round 

behind th’ cusses, an’ chase ¢hem.’ 
__ “So he ordered a turn, an’ the first thing I knowed we was runnin’ 
like scart turkeys, with them rebs jes’ a-hurklin’ after us. It was n’t exactly 
a retreat—our fellers never retreated — but the cap’n, in speakin’ of it 
afterwards, said it would ’a’ been a confed’rit hiatus if we ’d been chasin’ 
th’ rebs in th’ same style. 

‘* However, I hed t’ drop out after awhile. They got goin’ too fast for 


) il Ny 


ne 


SYNCHRONISTIC SHOTS. 





me, an’ | skipped over a rail fence into a swamp, an’ burrowed fer safety. 
The precession went on, an’ | heered ’m go down over a spontoon-bridge 
acrost th’ river, an’ that’s th’ last | see of th’ boys till bout th’ hull crowd 
come from Libby six months afterwards with some exchanges. 

«Me? 

‘‘ Well, I lizarded ’round in that pesky swamp fer about a week. 
Hungry was n’t no name fer what my stomach complained of. Poke- 
berries an’ moss is apt t’ sorter poll on yer after ’bout fifty courses of it, 
an’ one night when | ketched th’ signs of bacon smoke a-comin’ over a little 
swale in th’ woods, I crep’ up t’ that smell like a mink loves chicken. 

‘¢] was jest raisin’ myself t’ look over a big buttonwood log, gun 
cocked and eye primed, when right in front of me on th’ other side of th’ 
log came up a great, big, lank sojer with C. S. A. sticking out all over him. 

‘<< Sp-bang !’ went our two muskits right t’gether, an’ my right shoulder 
shot out behind like th’ tail of a weather-vane. 

«¢« Hurt, stranger?’ asked my friend of t’ other side of th’ log. 

‘¢<« Not much,’ I says; ‘you?’ 

«¢ ¢ Not exceedin’,’ says he; ‘ goin’ ter load ag’in?’ 

<<<] dunno,’ says I; ¢ got any fambly?’ 

‘¢ ¢ Yes,’ 

‘¢¢So’ve 1; four boys an’ a girl.’ 

«¢¢Mine’s five boys an’ a tame coon. We live down in Georgy when 
I ain’t out rusticatin’ like this,’ he says. ‘Got ary chunk of tubacker?’ 

«¢¢ Not a chunk,’ I told him; ‘you ’ll hev t’ chew bark, way I do.’ 

‘¢ Well, we got along ’s agreeable as two kittens after that. He give 
me some bacon, an’ I let him see where a rattlesnake bit my shin, an’ then 
he read me a letter from one of his young ones at home that made me cry 
so hard I got my face washed, an’ I told him a lot of Bill Tait’s fish-lies, 
an’ everything was bully. 

‘¢ Finally, we got out ’v that swamp, an’ biddin’ each other good-by, 
he started South, an’ I started North. He took jest one shot at me from 
behind a stump before he got out ’v sight, but I always thought it was jest to 
preserve discipline in th’ regiment he b’longed to, so I did n’t fire back. I 
tell you them was great days;” and Mr. Wedderburn reached over and 
took a handful of dried apples, the size of which made tears come to the 
tradesman’s eyes. 

‘¢ But what about that plunker you ’ve been bendin’ an’ twistin’ ever 
sense you’ve been talkin’?” asked Hosbeck Diggio; ‘‘ you ain’t told us 
about that.” 

«‘Sho!! I nigh forgot it,” spluttered the narrator, as a slice of the 
fruit had a dispute with his Adam’s apple. 

‘¢ Don’t believe me ‘less you wanter,— but when me an’ that reb fired 
over th’ log, th’ muzzles of our two fire-arms was chock-ablock t’gether. 
We both pulled trigger at th’ same time, an’ them balls met,— 
welded into each other, spread out, an’ there they be. 

We played pullin’ twigs t’ see which should io 
keep th’ memorial, an’ I won. That’s all 
there is to it.” 

Mr. Buckout, the storekeeper, 
silently reached behind him, got down 
a can of ginger-snaps, and handed 
them to Mr. Wedderburn without 
a word, and the meeting collapsed. 





J. S. Goodwin. 
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A SEANCE WITH A SEER. 
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‘*Thou wouldst gaze into the dread abyss ot Fate, my 
son? Then draw near,”’ 




















Ill, - IV. 


‘Patience, my son! Naught can escape the light of my ‘The fires of my wisdom shall burn away the darkness 
occult knowledge. that covers the future."’ 





‘* Here are the awtul words — listen now, my son, to the ** Holy smoke!” 
voice of the Seer.” 
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RISTMAS PUCK. 





































































- THE. 


KNOW A SHOP, and a funny little shop, 

In a street that lies a-nigh, 

And I saw the sign they set on the door, 
One day as I went by. 

And oh! it was so poor and small 
I could not help but stop, 

As you would stop, if you should come 
On such a little shop. 


1 went inside, and found a little boy, 
Far older, I am sure, than I; 
He said to me: ‘Kind sir, what toy 
Will you kindly be pleased to buy?” 
And I bought a horse that was painted so red 
As never was charger yet: 
One penny, one penny was all | paid 
That splendid horse to get. 


For pity of them that were so poor 
| bought me a host of things, 
A Noah’s Ark without a roof; 
A dove without its wings; 
A little trumpet made of tin, 
That cost a single cent — 
And all the time that little boy 
} Knew just how my money went. 
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He was, oh! so old, this funny little boy, 
And so sober and so kind, 

He sold a five-cent doll for three, 
Because one eye was blind. 

And, oh! how proud he was to sell 
Fach poor and petty toy, 

For he was left to keep the shop, 
This poor little old-time boy. 


There is a babe, and a well-beloved babe, 
A babe that belongs to me; 

] brought her home these penny toys, 
To deck her Christmas-tree. 

And on that Christmas-tree there hung 
A world of trifles fair, 

For all the folk that love her well 
Had set their kindness there. 


But of all the toys, of all the many toys, 
Was naught that pleased her mind 

Except the trumpet made of tin, 
And the doll with one eye blind. 

And best of all that Christmas brought, 
She held one little toy 

That | bought for a cent in the little shop, 
To please that aged boy. 


H. C. Bunner. 

















THE CHRISTMAS PUCK. 


WAS N’T INTERESTED. 


E WAS A WESTERN HUSTLER and his seat 
mate was a quiet looking gentleman from 
the East. 

‘¢ You carry on a manufacturing business, 

perhaps,” said the Westerner. 

«¢ Well — yes, I—” 

‘¢ Use a good deal of coal, eh?” 

‘¢ Yes, a great deal.” 

‘¢Ever compared the cost of coal with 
the cost of natural gas?” 

‘¢No.” 

‘¢Well, sir, do you know that you could 
move your establishment out here to Ohio, 
and save thousands of dollars every year 
just by using natural gas? Why, we use it 
for heat, power, illumination — everything. 
Just stop off at Toledo and look into that 

matter, and I guarantee we ’Il have you settled 
there inside of a year.” 

‘¢T hardly think it would be worth while,” answered 
the Easterner. ‘‘Don’t think my business would benefit 
at all by the change.” 

‘¢You don’t know any thing about it, my friend,” exclaimed 

the Westerner, with enthusiasm. ‘‘Why, I snow it would save you 

money. It could n’t help saving you money. Why, you could produce 
your — er, see, what do you manufacture?” 

‘¢ Gas,” replied the quiet man, in an ordinary tone of voice. 






ANOTHER KIND OF FAIRY. 
‘«¢ Papa,” asked little Mabel Robinson, ‘did you ever see a brownie?” 
‘¢ No, baby,” replied Robinson; ‘but I know lots of Jonesies.” 


EXPECTS TO LIVE WITH THE OLD MAN. 
‘¢ Why don’t you wed?” I asked him. 
His answer came, record it: 
‘¢I can not wed her, for, you see, 
Her father can’t afford it.” 
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THE NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS. 


I don't expect ter git nothin’ in it, gents; but I jest hang it 
up because I think it's de proper thing ter encourage and keep 
up dese old and time-honored customs. 
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A TESTIMONIAL. 


MR. WREDINK (the old book-keeper).—Yo-day marks my 
fortieth year of service with you, sir. 

Mr. Hipes.—I was aware of it, Mr. Wredink, and I 
have arranged a little surprise for you. Take this alarm clock, 
with my best wishes for your continued promptness. 





EITHER IS APPROPRIATE. 
«¢Are you going to the milkman’s ball?” 
“Yes.” 
‘¢ What do you wear on your feet? Rubbers or Pumps?” 


THE DAY WAS HONORED. 


‘¢ They say the real old Christmas spirit is dying out; but I don’t see 
it,” observed the gentleman from Dead Horse Gulch, Arizona. ‘‘ Now, 
our town is a quiet, conservative sort of place, and it’s 
nussing a tired boom just now. And yet we had a 
lively, pleasant, genial sort of Christmas. 

‘¢ First-off, Dick Carver undertook 
to clean out the town — before nine 
o’clock in the morning, sir !—and he 
made cullenders of three men before 
we put him to bed. Then we tarred 
and feathered the Sheriff—he had 
gone back on his election pledges, 
and the moral sentiment of the com- 
munity was aroused. Then Jim Fowler 
had a dog that had just gone mad, 
and he let. him loose in the street, 
and he was more fun than a goat— it was ’most an hour before that dog 
was shot. Then we ran a temperance lecturer out of town, and in the 
evening Bill Hasenpfeffer made a bonfire of his new barn, just for a 
show for the boys — he’s a thorough-bred, Bill is, if he zs a Dutchman. 

‘¢ No, sir, the Christmas spirit ain’t dying out, not while there’s any 
sort of society left in Dead Horse Gulch, and you can tell anybody I 
said so.” 





Puck's ILLUSTRATED DEFINITIONS. 
They Kiss But Never Tell. 





THE TRAIN-MASTER’S SLAVE. 


FOR ECONOMY’S SAKE he moved out of town, 
But he now for the city does pine. 

In the dark he breakfasts at five A. M., 
And he dines in the dark at nine. 


SARCASM. 


Mrs. HANIGAN (as her lord comes in at four o'clock Christmas morn- 
ing). — Faix, it ’s early yez are in comin’ home, Teddy. 

Mr. HANIGAN.—Whisht! It war Christmas Eve, and de byes — 

Mrs. HANIGAN. —Indade! I t’ought yez moight be waitin’ up for 
foive o’clock mass at th’ Cathaydral! 
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THE BURRO’S CHRISTMAS EVE. 


SERPHE WIND was yelling itself hoarse 
1 across the mesas and valleys of 
New Mexico, as if under a mistaken 
impression that it had dropped a 
stitch somewhere in the year, and 
missed a day’s howl which must 
now be made up to fill the an- 
nual quota. Don José tight- 
ened the string which kept the 
segments of his old army over- 
coat on speaking terms, cursed 
the biting wind to the very roots 
of its genealogical tree — not 
omitting its remotest ancestors— 
and gave Flojo a sounding thwack 
on the larboard side of the neck. 
‘“‘Burro! Gredbias / Already it is 
very night, and the children await 
their gifts.” 
Flojo laid back one long ear, 
and turned one noncommittal eye 
to where Don José sat far astern, his 
old knees drawn up to keep his tat- 
tered moccasins from dragging, and in front 
of him, across the burro’s back, a wool-sack, 
waspish in the middle, but with fat ends balanc- 
ing. Flojo’s nose was good. He had been known 
to detect a tomato-can at three miles’ range. 
‘«¢H’m!” he thought to himself. <‘If the Aadron 
has n’t a sack of flour and some apples in there, you may 
write me down an ass. How good they smell! And I hear toys for the 
minos jingling. He is going to give gifts to-night, and to-morrow he will 
make a fiesta. But, ay de mi! Where do / come in? I bring him and his 
feast — and he will turn me out to get chilblains to-night, and to lunch on 
sand-burs to-morrow.” 
But Flojo trudged on without saying a word. It was his patient way. 
At last he came up a sideling street, and stopped at the door of Don José’s 
little ’dobe hut. The old man straightened his kinked legs, and Flojo 
stepped from under. The load was carried into the house, and the door 
slammed. Flojo stood for a moment gazing wistfully through 
the cracked shutter at the dusky babies that hung 
shouting to Don José’s coat. Then he turned away 


with a great sigh, and began to insert a frozen A \waa 
gunny-sack under his sinking heart. A _ bitter ; \, > 
Christmas Eve, truly! He lay down dispirit- Jens Cee | 


edly in the cockle-weeds, both ears drooping 
forward, and chewed mechanically on the 
disappearing end of the gunny-sack. i 

The hours went by, and the light no 
longer squinted through the shutter. 
The singing and the laughter had died 
away. Suddenly a dark figure came 
slouching across the plaza, looked 
up and down the street, climbed 
cautiously to the roof, and backed 
noiselessly down the chimney. Flojo 
pricked up an ear in sudden interest. 

‘‘This must be that Santa 
Claus they talk so much about,” 
he thought. <I wonder what he 
looks like! I’ve a mind to sneak 
up and see, when he comes out.” 

Five minutes later the figure 
oozed out of the chimney-top. It 
stood upon the roof, and hauled 
hand over hand at a rope. Di- 
rectly a couple of sacks appeared. 

‘‘Bless my soul!” thought 
Flojo, who was hiding by the wall. 
‘“‘The flour and apples, or my nose is 
a gringo! This is no Santa Claus, 
but one of those /adrones from San 
Mateo, robbing us!” 

The man let his sacks to the ground, 
and jumped down. As his feet struck 
the earth, Flojo’s heels struck about a yard 
higher. Flojo stood and watched the thief 
as he described a parabola and alighted in 
Juan Domingo’s well; but he was too well- 
bred to laugh. His face was unspeakably 
solemn as he picked up the sacks in his 
teeth, and marched with them to a secluded 
spot in the arroyo. But as he dropped 





asked me to. 


I'll do it now. 
keep the crowd covered. 


A USEFUL ASSISTANT. 


Mr. SMITH (0f Kansas). — You going to sing, Jack? 


Mr. WESSON (his friend). — Why, yes. 


Mr. SMITH. — Well, Old Man, I always stood by you, and 
Give them one verse of your pet song, and I ‘Il 


THE CHRISTMAS PUCK. 


them to the ground, and drew a long breath before the feast, the corners 
of his serious mouth relaxed, and there leaked out upon the gusty night: 
‘“¢ Haw-eek! Haw-eek! Ee-hee-7e-hee-eek !” 
Which is, by interpretation, ‘¢ Merry Christmas! 
ing at you!” 


Santa, here ’s look- 


Chas. F. Lummis. 





MY ROSES. 


HE WORE my roses at her waist, 

Oh, bliss too deep! Oh, joy too keen! 
As down the lighted room she paced, 

With step and bearing of a queen. 


She wore my roses. Proud and glad 
I saw their beauty add new grace 
To every subtle charm she had, 
Of stately form, and winsome face. 


Oh, yes, she wore them; but to me 
They did not seem so lovely, when 
I leaned against the wall to see 
Her dance all night with other men. 


M. S. Bridges. 


THE SAME EVERYWHERE. 
FIRST PASSENGER.— This talk about 
the cordiality and hospitality of the people 
increasing as you travel westward is all 
bosh. I’ve been all over, and I say the 
people in Kansas City are no more cordial than 
they are in Yonkers, New York. 
SECOND PASSENGER.— What line of business are you in, sir? 
FIRST PASSENGER.— I’m a book-agent. 


AMBIGUOUS. 
PILKUPSON.—I tell you, Koltover, that youngest boy of mine isa 
me genius in his way. 
> KOLTOVER (who knows the prodigy). 
4 — Yes; and in everybody else’s. 










TWICE HE WEPT. 

WIFE.—Oh, George! Willie got his 
little hand caught in the folding doors to- 
day, and crushed his fingers horribly. 
He cried and cried until I was really 
frightened. 

GEORGE.— Poor little chap! I hear 
him crying yet; where is he? 

WIFE.— Oh, he’s crying now because 
I won’t let him do it again. 


IN DREADFUL SUSPENSE. 

First EGG.— What do you expect to 
be when you grow up? 

SECOND EGG. — An omelette -—— and 
you? 

FIRST EGG.— Well, I don’t know. 
Until this dreadful mystery as to my 
parentage is cleared up, I do not know 
whether to be a Spring chicken or a 
roast goose. 





NOT TO BE TRIFLED WITH. 
LONG - SUFFERING PASSENGER (@0 
TICKET AGENT).— Mr. Simpkins, I see 
you do not know me. _I am the General 
Manager of this road. I’ve been trying 
for half an hour to find out from you 
when No. 2 will be here. Now, if you 
can’t give me a civil answer, you may 
hunt a new position. 
TICKET AGENT.— Aw, wot yer givin’ us? 


TIP - TOP. 


‘¢ The top of the morning to you, sor,” 
said the Irish waiter. 

‘¢ Thank you,” returned de Jeuner; ‘and 
now I suppose you want the tip of it!” 


Miss Okers just 
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THE NEW ENGLAND SICK. 





DENVER, COL., December, 1890. 

O YOU KNOW what a New England sick is? Ido. My Aunt 
has one every time she comes on from Salem, Mass., to 
visit us here in the wild and wobbly west. 

It is just the same, every time, only she won’t own it. 

She gets a chill. We all get chills out here; but we take 

them as a matter of course — bite a chew off the end of our 

plug of quinine, put pads between our knees so as not to 

disturb the family with too much castanet practice, and go 

right ahead and shake it out like a rug, or a handful of 
dice, or any thing else. 

But my Aunt won’t take them in the plain western 

way, although she has been told over and over again that chills 

are natural and proper and wholly to be expected—that they are thrown 

in with the climate, like a chromo 

or a soup-dish with a pound of tea. 

When my Aunt from Massa- i 
chusetts gets her chill, she makes 
a regular New England sick of it. \W 
Allow me to give you a dull sepia Wy 
sketch of a New England sick. 

It begins in the early morning. 
When my Aunt has a chill, she 
gets down to breakfast about half 
an hour before any one else — be- 
cause it is uncomfortable. She has 
a shawl wrapped around her, and 
she is furthermore enshrouded in 
a pall of gloom... We inquire ten- 
derly, ‘‘ What is the matter, dear 
Aunt? Are you ill?” She sets her 
lips as they always do in New Eng- 
land when your pie or your relig- 
ion is not what it should be, fixes 
a basilisk gaze on the butter, and 
says through her teeth: 

“IT am not fe-e-/-i-n-g very 
well.” 

There is an awful emphasis 
on that ‘feeling ’”’—-a corrective 
emphasis. We begin to suspect 
that our question was ungram- 
matical, blasphemous, cruel, and 
slightly idiotic. I have never quite 
made out my Aunt’s attitude in the 
matter of bodily affliction, but I 
think she regards it as very bad 
taste on our part for her to be sick. 

After ostentatiously eating 
nothing in a silence that would put 
out a fire, my Aunt withdraws to 
the parlor, which is a room that 
never can be kept warm, and sits 
on a reception-chair in the north- 
western corner. A delegation goes 
in and suggests that she take some quinine. She thanks the delegation, 
with Christian resignation under our barbarity, and says that she is not 
one of those persons who are forever dosing themselves. Another dele- 
gation suggests that she lie down. The delegation is thanked and informed 
that she is not one of those persons who give in to every little thing. 

She is left to her shawl and her chair and her pall of wounded gloom. 
She gets up every now and then and drags her quivering frame across the 
room to straighten a chair that has got seven-eighths of an inch off its claim. 
If she can find a thread on the carpet, she deposits it in the grate with the 
pomp and precision of a street-cleaning bureau two days before an election. 

A delegation goes and offers her tea and toast, is repulsed, and flees 
with falling thermometers. Another delegation proposes sending for the 
Doctor, and comes back with icicles on its ears. : 

Toward noon, a pale gleam irradiates the gloom. My Aunt announces 
that she will compound and absorb her mother’s household remedy. This 








beverage contains boneset, senna, ‘ picry,” oil-of-tar, and a few other things 
which | have forgotten — newts’ eyes and alligator-feathers, perhaps. 

With hope in our souls, a couple of us go to the drug-store. The 
druggist stares at us. First he wants to know what is the matter with 
the cat. Then he asks if we are trying to hoodoo any body. He has to 
hunt up the things in the back of the cupboards where he keeps the 
passé horse-medicines and the unfashionable corn-killers. At last the 
order is filled, and we take the things to my Aunt. She says they are 
prepared in such an unorthodox manner that a New England druggist 
who put them on sale would be sent to states-prison as a public poisoner. 
However, she brews the draught over the kitchen fire, while the rest of 
us scatter about the house, blindly plunging through the smell. 

My Aunt takes a teacupful of the results. She may or may not have 
been sick before; but she is certainly sick now. She has not only the 
chills, but she has her mother’s 
household remedy, which may be 
described as a combination of dis- 
eases quite too horrible for enu- 
meration. 

At six o’clock it is under- 
stood, in some mysterious way, 
that my Aunt has consented to 
send for the Doctor. She is lying 
down now, and has turned her 
face to the wall, as should be ex- 
pected of a New England woman 
when she consents to send for the 
Doctor. 

The Doctor comes. He gives 
her a pill and a handful or so of 
quinine, and says that she will be 
all right in the morning. She in- 
sists upon paying him herself, then 
and there. She pays him in quar- 
ters and one-cent pieces. (He is 
the swellest Doctor in town, and 
he admires my sister Mary, and 
there is a general feeling in the 
family that we are willing to let 
him have her.) I accompany him 
to the door, and tell him that my 
Aunt is eccentric, but rich beyond 
the dreams of avarice, and devoted 
to her nieces. 

The next morning my Aunt 
is up and about, in perfect health ; 
but with slight traces of severity. 
I meet her, and ask her how she 
feels. She looks surprised. Then 
she seems to remember that she 
had an illness once —but it was in 
the remote past. The expression 
of her face suggests that it would 
have been well if I had asked after 
her at the time; and yet that such 
forgetfulness was all she could reasonably expect of me. 

‘¢Oh, I am not ill,” she replies, as though she never had been. 

I say that I am glad she saw the Doctor. She smiles that sad, superior 
New England smile that has caused so many men from Massachusetts and 
Connecticut to be tortured by the Apaches, and says: 

‘1 don’t imagine zs preparations 
had any thing to do with my recovering. 
I only took them to gratify you. My 
mother’s household remedy invariably 
effects a cure. Sometimes it may be a 
little longer in conquering the illness 
than at other times; but it is gen- 
erally effectual. Oh, yes, I knew it 
would be.” 





Valerian Bitters. 
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ER LILY HAND was clasped in his; 
But, with a lover's foolish dread, 

‘Tell me you love me, dear,” he cried. 
‘«You know it now,” she said. 


‘Perhaps — but ¢e// me, dearest love.”’ 
Her sunny head drooped sweetly low, 
And hid upon his beating heart; 
She whispered: ‘‘ Vow you know.” 





‘But say it, dear."" Around his neck 
One rounded arm crept gently slow; 

She murmured, as he stooped to hear, 
“You can not 4e/p but know.” 
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‘‘But let me hear you say it, love.” 
Her lips pursed up a pretty pout, 

She stamped her foot —‘‘I love you! there! 
I hope you've found it out.” 


J. T. Newcomb. 
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ONLY HALF AS BAD. A STRONG DEFENSE. 
WHIPPER.— He made a perfect spectacle of himself. «Did you get any satisfaction out of that libel suit?” 
SNAPPER.—Oh, no! Not so bad as that. He only made ‘‘No. The defendant proved that he was a professional liar, and that 
a monocle of himself. no person who read what he wrote believed it, so that my reputation was n’t 
damaged a bit.” 
A GOOD FORGETORY. TIME IS MONEY. 
WAITER.— Have n’t you forgotten something, sir? Jack Uppers.— Say, Tom, will you lend me ten dollars until to- 
Mr. CHEW.—Yes. I forgot to put any small change in my pocket morrow? 
this morning. Tom GosLow.— No, Jack; but I ll lend you a dollar for ten days. 
EXPLAINED. 
THE REv. Mr. THUDD.— What makes you drink, my man? THE RIGHT MAN FOR THE PLACE, 
WAYWARD SCRUGHAM.— Thirst ! WILL PUTOUGH.— Cutaway, who is that nice clerical- 
: ate —_ looking old gentleman that called around yester- 
A TOUCHING RECOGNITION. oS } day with a statement of my account? 
Mrs. SPYALL. —I noticed, dear, ~_ = UBM, CuTAWAY (the fatlor).— That is Pro- 
that you shed tears when Dr. Trip- | > C rh) : fessor Mustee, the famous collector 


of antiquities. 1 have just en- 
gaged him. 


toodle delivered his farewell sermon. 
Mrs. TURNDON.—I could n’t help 
it. J was much affected. 
Mrs. SPYALL.—Yes, dear; you 
always were. 


HIS MOODS. 
INQUIRING FRIEND. — Do 





TALKED TO DEATH — Robbie 
Burns’s Dr. Hornbook. 











“ae : THE MAN who is ‘waiting for 
es é > : , 
ag: oe verman } ; something to turn up,” might 

RIGHT SCHOOL GIRL. — j — a : turn up his sleeves, and go to 
No; we study the Professor. LAS SS : , BAB ip Vi work. 





THE LITERARY BOHEMIAN 


. ; ENGLAND FOLLOWS the found- 
leads a Czechered life. 


ers of families, America the 
moulders of opinion. This side 
of the Atlantic seems to turn 
out the better metal. 


A BELIEVER IN SIGNS should 
be cured of his superstition 
when he enters the dime-museum. 


THE GIRL who suffers from chap- THE PENALTY OF CRITICISM. THE MAN WHO tried heroic meas- 
ped lips should take a hair from . ; comet staal ‘ . ures found they were several sizes 
the moustache that bit her. ; ‘ASHIONABLE AFE \ AITER (in e som of is family ).— too large for him. 
Hi wish, Hellen, that you 'd ‘ave somethink to say w’ile we are 
ma ‘ dining. Hit’s bad form to feed like hanimals, in habsolute silence. : ai : 
CouRTSHIP MAY be said to be a His Wire.—'Enery, Hi was most afeered to hask you for Monarcus Do their striking with 


sort of coo-partnership. seven dollars for Rupert's hovercoat, but now Hi will. their divine “rights.” 
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REASONABLE RULES. 


VERY MAN who travels is familiar with the articles of 
agreement which are posted upon the chamber 
doors at the hotels. I have just been examining 
the articles that I am supposed to agree to, while I 
remain in this house. 

‘‘The Rate for This Room is $5 per Day for 
Each Person.” 

I go two better. I will get a two-dollar bill 
changed into quarters every morning, and distribute 
the quarters among the menials of the house who are 
expected to exist through the charity of the guests. | 
agree to pay $7 per day for This Room. 

‘Our Laundry Will Do Your Work Better than 

Any Other. Especial Attention Paid to Peculiar Re- 

guests in Regard to Laundrying Articles.” 

I see now that when I put out my washing to the hotel 

people the other day, I ought to have made the peculiar re- 
quest that \it be brought back unraveled. My mistake. I'll pay the bill, 
and leave the mangled remains here when I go. 

‘‘Furniture Must Not Be Removed From the Rooms.” 

Even allowing for the space made vacant by the clothes, which have 
been so beautifully finished for me at the laundry, there would scarcely be 
room in my valise for a bed or sofa; so there is little danger of my taking 
away any of the furniture. Somebody did take a leg and a half from my 
sofa, though. That is why it had to go to the wall. 

‘¢ Extra Charge Will Be Made for Fires in Apartments.” 

We will make it $8 per day, then, for This Room, and have the privi- 
lege of burning 18 cents worth of coal. 

«Children Will Not Be Permitted in the Drawing Rooms Unless 
Accompanied By Their Parents or Other Adults.” 

That is good. I would not allow children to stay in the house at all, 
unless accompanied by their parents or other adults. 

«¢ Please Leave Your Key at the Office When 
Going Out.” 

My key is attached by a chain to a large 
brass star, the sharp points of which are 
bent in various directions. The whole 
forms a jagged mass which to put 
in my pocket might mean death. 

[ will cheerfully leave this at the 
office when going out. 

«‘Guests Are Cautioned Against 
Leaving Money, Jewelry, or Valu- 
ables of Any Kind in Their 
Rooms.” 

Ha, ha ha! After staying 
here a week! 

‘¢ There are Red Lanterns 
in the Halls, Showing the Lo- 
cation of the Stairways; and 
at the Southwest and North- 
east Ends of the House are 
Iron Fire-Escapes Leading 
to the Ground. Passage ( EN | g 
Along the Halls, if Dark pias 
and Full of Smoke, May be 
Made by Crawling Close to the 
Floor, With the Face Covered, to 
Prevent the Inhalation of Smoke 
and Consequent Suffocation.” 

How about leaving the key at the office 
when going out under such circumstances? 

Which would be the best direction to crawl 
in with the face covered, and the halls dark and 
full of smoke? Toward the southwest or north- 
east fire-escape, or toward the red lanterns? 

Would it not cause confusion to have the 
guests crawling about in several directions with 
their heads covered? Would they not crawl over 
each other? 

Of course, in return for the privilege of being 
entertained at this hotel, I want to do exactly 
what the rules and regulations prescribe; but I 
dp not half like the idea of crawling around in 
this way without any compass; and, not being a 
cigarette smoker, that suggestion about inhaling 
smoke worries me some, too. 

In other respects, the rules and regulations 
or articles of agreement suit me very well. I 
think they are quite reasonable. 


Morris Waite, 
Pilgrim House, Chicago, Nov. 15, ’9o. 











A HITHERTO UNPUBLISHED EPISODE. the 


THE LATE RICHARD TURPIN, Esq. — Your money or your life! 






ONE OF the most contagious 
of diseases is the insomnia 
of the midnight cat. 


THERE Is nothing new 
under the sun. The 
Wise Men went West eight- 
een hundred years before 
Horace Greeley’s time. 


THE SAILOR never says, 
‘‘Me, too!” His ex- 
pression is, “‘Aye, aye!” 


SOME MEN are made 

mad by over-study ; 

but an under-study often 

produces this effect on a 
jealous actress. 


THE HARDEST THING 
to keep in this world 
is to keep still. 


A DAY OF PLEASURE. 


Unctre S1 Lower (7 town for the holi- 
day shopping }.— Shall we take the hoss- 
cars or the Elevated, Mother ? 

Aunt Fursy Lowe. —Oh, the hoss- 
ears. That’ll give us the longest ride! 


THE CENSuS, John, is an 

elaborate compilation 

on which we base guesses 
nine years afterward. 


ARCHITECTURE Is one of the greatest of the arts; but none of its pro- 
fessors has been able to build that step at the top of the flight for 
which your foot reaches vainly when coming upstairs in the dark. 


|v Must surely be the monumental cheek of the Sphinx that has enabled 
her to keep up that celebrated stare so long. 












«¢ FAST BIND, FAST FIND,” should be a warning 
to modest women against tight lacing. 


ALMOST EVERY MAN thinks he may be a hero 
if he only had the chance; but when the 
chance comes, he usually gives the job 

to some other fellow. 


AN INTELLIGENT Harlem 
goat declines to dine on 
comic papers, for fear 
that he may be “eating 

his own words.” 


|v IS QUEER, but true, that 
women will go to the Com- 
missioners of Emigration after 
an imported girl when they want 
a domestic. 


WE Say all men are equal; but, at 
same time, think ourselves 


just a little bit better than other nations. 





TRAVELER, — Certainly ; allow me to show you the ‘‘ Life of Lord 
Bacon,” in three volumes, bound in cloth, with gilt top and steel portrait, 
only eighteen shillings and thrippence per volume! 


254 











a ee 





30° 1 
5 8 ! 
os = 
o =m : 
S: Bp z | 
5 SH ; 
a nd 
Ww = : 
4 
oY”. \- ae) 
ey eo « 
= Pp > ° » 
ey <Q > 
ee Pah 
a aes =46 5 
2 ass 
_— = * 
> » 
-. 2= 2 
aa Be | 
p @ a 
BS Ofo6 
} 3s -% a 
-_ 3 >s 
< ma 2” 
> Sw 0 
= =. 0 2 
C 35 5 
ome a 6 - 
S.5 
03. po <= 
as as o 
lg | 
- a. 
los 





*yeo 19yIp 


21YStMy AYLIOS B ANy JOY) SI MOP] — 


apry iO TH ‘Nod prim ‘mou ‘Asty — 





“AONVG ATSAIT V WIH ONIGVAI 


j SUIYS[MAUOD UT at Ind [ILM JOY) ayIO] 
; WVU SUTATY }, an 


givap ‘ayloyy ‘Wysreays ue yey ow sy] 


ajou ase aaqjouy 








iAqqeq ayy 43 


ee 
afo uv Adz j eyloyy ‘Aq-poon — 




















—¢ayloyy ‘dajys & 10j OY) st MOF — 

















THE CURIOSITIES’ CHRISTMAS. 






CLEAR, COLD, STARLIT NIGHT and Christmas Day at hand. 
The streets are filled with shoppers, and the frosty air is 
resonant with the music of the Third Avenue horse-car 
bells. Surely, every one should be merry to-night and 
give thanks for the joyous holiday season. 

But Susan Phreak is not merry to-night, as she sits 
sewing by the fire in her humble but neat apartment on an 
East-Side street. She is waiting for her husband’s return; 

he has been out all day looking for work. A quick step in 
the hall outside, and Susan is at the door to greet him. 

«¢ Alas!” cries her husband, as he sinks wearily into a rocking-chair 
by the fire, «I have roamed the streets all day long in search of an engage- 
ment, but only to meet with rebuffs on every side. They tell me that 
Armless Wonders are a drug on the market, and are not worth their salt 
in comparison with such curiosities as the Human Griddle Cake, who broils 
himself a beautiful golden brown every hour, or the Transparent Lady, 
through whose calf one may watch the total eclipse of the sun.” 

As John Phreak utters these words he sighs deeply, and with a deft 
movement of his left foot unties his woolen comforter from his neck and 
places it on the table. He fastens his eye on Benjamin, the Learned Pig, 
who is playing solitaire in a warm nook by the fire, and says: ‘¢ Christmas 
is at hand, Susan, and we have nothing for our dinner except poor Ben —” 

‘«‘O John!” exclaims Susan, reproachfully; and the frightened Pig 
drops his cards, and effaces himself from the scene by creeping under the 
sofa. 

It can not be denied that the Phreak family were playing in hard luck, 
for, though it would be difficult to find two more industrious, sober and 
painstaking fakirs than the Armless Wonder and his wife, the Tattooed 
Princess, still competition and the fickle popular taste had gradually 
crowded them from the platform on which for years they had earned their 
daily bread. As John and Susan sat by the fire this cold December night, 
their thoughts went back to the days of their courtship in the old Bowery 
Museum, where they sat side by side on the same platform. Susan was 
thinking of the notes which the dashing young Armless Wonder used to 
write to her, with his pen held firmly between his toes, and John recalled 
the day when his peerless tattooed love first burst upon his enraptured 
vision, to the rage and envy of the Circassian Beauty, Fat Woman, and all 
the other female marvels of that era, He remembered, also, their wedding, 
celebrated with great pomp and splendor in the ‘theatorium” of the 
establishment, and the gaping crowds that viewed them during their honey- 
moon —a triumphal progress from one museum to another throughout 
the country. 

Three years of happy married life, and but one great sorrow. Their 
only child, the longed-for darling, for whom their hearts had sorely yearned, 
was a bitter disappointment. They had hoped that the little stranger 
would come into the world either tattooed or armless, or with an elastic 
skin, or at least fitted in some way to cope with the world. But, alas! 
Nature had been unkind to him, and the son and heir of the Phreak 
family was a sturdy well-formed infant, for all the world like any other 
mortal. During their married life, Benjamin, the Learned Pig, had been 





HIDEs AND PELTS— The Average Boy in the Snowball Season. 
[T ’S A WISE PROVERB that knows its own father. 


Hot scotcH — Burns. 


NE PROHIBITION mince-pie can take the edge off the merriest of 
Merry Christmases. 


AFTER ONE GIRL has given you the sack and another the mitten, it is 
time to give up trying to gain your suit on the installment plan. 


their constant companion. He had been presented to them, on the occasion 
of their wedding, by the proprietor of the museum, and by his sagacity and 
cunning had proved himself of inestimable value to them in many an ex- 
tremity. It was the first time that John Phreak had ever referred to him 
as a possible edible, instead of as a trusted friend. 

He must have repented of it now, for he spoke kindly to Benjamin, 
and called him out from under the sofa to play a game of euchre with 
him. Now the intelligent quadruped well knew the straits to which the 
family were put, but never before had the alternative been presented to 
him of being served, himself, as the piece de resistance of the Christmas 
dinner, or of enjoying the repast as one of the family, as he always 
had before. 

‘¢ Poor little fellow!’ said Susan, sadly glancing at the cradle in which 
the child was sleeping; ‘if it had pleased heaven to make him nothing 
more than a spotted boy, I would not murmur; but it is awful, John, to 
think of that innocent babe coming into the world so terribly handicapped. 
Why, even if we were to get an engagement, who would take care of our 
little one? Ben gets so absorbed in his game of solitaire that I am almost 
afraid to leave the child alone with him. By the way,” she added, as 
she rose to spread the supper table, ‘‘I think that we had better send 
all those old duds of Mama’s to be sold somewhere. They ’re only in 
the way here; and, anyhow, the old Circassian business is dead to the 
world now.” 

Her mama had been a beauty in her time —a Circassian Beauty — 
and the ‘‘duds” referred to by her daughter consisted of a gaudy costume 
of cotton velvet, and a wig of long, straight, bleached hair, of the kind 
often noticed on the steppes of Circassia and the platforms of the Bowery. 

The Learned Pig heard her, and an idea suddenly seized him. The 
effects of the retired Beauty were piled in a heap in one corner of the 
room. Benjamin leaped from his chair, pried open the band-box with 
his snout, and in another moment appeared before his astonished master 
and mistress, crowned with the bleached wig. Then 
he seated himself on his haunches beside the 
cradle, and began to rock it with hisexight 
forefoot, while he looked appealingly at John 
and Susan Phreak. 

‘¢I1’mon, Benjamin!” cried John, joy- 

‘¢ That ’s a good fake, if ever there 
was one.” And, with hope in his heart, he 
started for the Dime Museum. The con- 
tract was signed that very night, and on 
Christmas Day the huge red-and-blue post- 
ers announced the engagement, at an enok® 
mous salary, of «‘The Tattooed Queen and 
Prince Royal of Circassia, attended by the ; 
Marvelous Trained Circassian Porcine Nurse.” rf 

And as the faithful Benjamin ate his Christmas dinner, he gave devout 
thanks that his place was on a chair, instead of on a’table, garnished 
with parsley and with a lemon in his mouth. 
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fully. 


J. L. Ford. 


AN ARTIST’S SHINGLE is not necessarily a sign of genius. 
AT THE PRESENT DAY — Christmas. 
(COLD EMBERS — Decembers. 


(CHRISTMAS COMES but once a year: 
It makes cheap gimcracks mighty dear. 


|T 1s A dead-sure thing that it was n’t pay-day when the office sought 
the man. 
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IMPOSSIBLE TO PLEASE. 


Mr. NEWHITCH.— There, my dear, I've locked all the doors, turned off the gas, brought up 
the silver and shut the hall window. Don't you think |'m an angel? 
Mrs. NEWHITCH.—Well, I don't know; the butler used to do all those things at Mama's, and 


he was a fiend. 


A MOVABLE FEAST. EXPLAINED. 
= «¢ Why is it so many New England women are unmarried?” 
«« Because they are satisfied with Boston as the Hub of the Universe.” 






SHE. 


Now, Harry, I wish you ’d behave ! 
A kiss ’neath the mistletoe ’s fair; 
jut, now, disregarding the limits it gave, 


You ’re kissing me everywhere. 


HE. 


The mistletoe’s rule is so old, 
To break it I never should dare; 

And, dear, if you ’Il notice, ere I was so bold, 
I slipped a wee sprig in your hair! 


C. F. Lummets. 


A CHEAP WAY IN AND OUT. 
WoRCESTER.—Which do you say: Parkay or parke/t : 
WEBSTER. —- Well, I generally say family circle. 


NOT IN HIS LINE. 
CUSTOMER (fo BARBER).— Short, please. 
BARBER.— I don’t believe I have any short stories. 


THE RETORT DISCOURTEOUS. 


‘“*My mind is made up,” said Smithers. 





__‘ I thought there was something fictitious about your mind,” retorted 
Withers. 
THE GOAL REACHED. THE LETTER THAT NEVER CAME. 
‘At last I have attained literary fame !” exclaimed de Ruyter, joyously. BARNEY (making a futile effort to write to BriDGET).— Feth 
“°’'T is well!” replied V ede “Te . it.” eyeing aes. iy # ‘. 
; ris well! replied Von Reeder. ‘Tell me about it. dthis pincil would be an illigant wan to wroite saycrets wid; it 
‘1 have been accused of plagiarism.” makes no mark at all. 
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AT COYOTE GULCH. 


THE CHRISTMAS- TREE 


an’ if any gentleman 


COLOMA BILL (finishing his address). — An’ now, friends, ole Santy wishes you all a Merry Christmas, and good night, 





an’ discuss it with him! 


hez got any objection ter offer about this vere make-up, I ‘Il step down ter the Bend below yere, 




















A NEW LABOR-SAVING DEVICE. 


LA GRIPPE, November 26th, 1890. 
EAR PUCK: 

Kindly grant me a brief space and a liberal 
appropriation to set forth the merits of my 
Patent, Adjustable, Silent, Labor - Lightening / Ne 
Letter- Sheet. It is the invention of the age, 
and if our versatile Postmaster-General can 
but be induced to give it his official ap- 
proval, it will not only revolutionize the 
postal service, but supply unlimited posi- 
tions and free punches for the faithful. 

The World kindly offered me three 
hundred columns in its last Sunday 
edition at regular rates, an offer I was 
reluctantly obliged to decline from 
lack of principal. This has always 
been the chief cause of my decline. 

I celebrated XXXmas a year 
ago in several localities, where my 
presents were earnestly requested. 
While busy cashing a postal-note 
for the benefit of an alleged 
nephew, I was suddenly struck 
just beneath my _ occipital 
protuberance near the sixth 
capillary vertebra, by a very 
bright and happy idea. I 
persuaded it to stay with 
me, and took it home 
and slept on it. 

Compelled to wait 
in a long line, while the 
clerk punched from the notes 
of prior customers the day, hour, 
month, year and place of issue; the name, ™ 
age and occupation of the purchaser, and what 7, 
he was going to do with the note if he ever got it, it 
suddenly occurred to me that this labor-saving device might 
profitably be extended to other branches of the postal service! | 
cogitated on the idea all night. I drew up plans and specifications, 
and, at last, the perfect Letter-Sheet stood fully revealed to my ravished 
eyes. Herewith is a sample-copy. E. Frank Lintaber. 


On purchasing a Labor-Lightening Letter-Sheet, the clerk must punch from its 
margins the hour, day, month, year and place of issue. Under the 
direction of the buyer, he will then proceed to punch out the 
proper word or phrase wherever a choice of difficulties is 
indicated by italics. At the end will be founda 
choice assortment of postscripts, one or more 
of which may be punched at the pur- 
chaser’s discretion. The letter- 
sheet is now delivered to 
the writer, who fills all 
necessary blanks and 
signs his name. 

The reader can not fail 
to notice with satisfaction 
that this ingenious device 

reduces to a minimum all 

the drudgery and toil of cor- 

respondence without in the 
least impairing its pleasure. 

If it prove desirable to date 
the letter from any other place 
than one of those to be found 
printed on the margin, the name 
of any other important post-office 
may be obtained in packages of one 

hundred, printed on neatly gummed 
slips, which may be pasted on the letter- 
sheet, and punched as above described. 
Need I ask you, dear PUCK, to impress 
upon the public generally, and our enter- 
prising Postmaster-General in particular, 
the inestimable advantages that would arise 
from the immediate adoption of this ingen- 
ious invention? The backs of the letter-sheet 
might be utilized, of course, to advertise a cer- 
tain Philadelphia dry-goods store, if it were 
deemed advisable. 




































Very truly yours, 





MUSIC IN CINCINNATI. 





Miss PINCKNEY.— Won't you play something on my new PROFESSOR MECHBACH.— Oxcuse me; der piano vas locked. 

Christmas present, Professor? MIss PINCKNEY.— How stupid of me! It’s one of those dear, 
PROFESSOR MECHBACH.— Ohf it vas your bleasure. delightful Italian instruments, you know. You'll find the handle 
Miss PINCKNEY.— Oh! thank you so much! around here. 
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THE CHRISTMAS PUCK. 

















WARE 
Kate deh o8 














x i wn E 
Wh \ \s \\ 





MET HALF-WAY. 


JEAMES (#0 MR. MONTMORAGONY, who has called upon 
Mrs. BENTHOUSAND).— Mrs. Benthousand has sent me 
down to say that she is not at home, sir. 

Mr. MONTMORAGONY (having swallowed his grief).— 
Say to Mrs. Benthousand that I did n't call. 


A FIRST AFTER-DINNER SPEECH. 


HE TOASTMASTER, with his ready 
flow of shallow words, and his stale 
turns of expression, has called upon 
the unpracticed speaker unexpect- 
edly. The toastmaster has men- 
tioned his name before the throng, 
and it has rung out as if sounded 
from a trumpet. 

He feels the noble compliment 
But he suddenly feels FEAR 
Would that the toastmaster 

would continue! What a courage 
has that toastmaster! What a mas- 
ter he is of language! 

Applause, and the maiden 

speaker rises. 

There is within his breast the 
' 2 remnant of a hope, born of the 
= — yl (Lav % J toastmaster’s compliment, to make a 

WwW ae success; but a monstrous growth of 
ae nga f" fear is stifling it. ‘Ladies and gen- 
tlemen.” He hears the sound of his voice. 

Now is the palsy upon him. The surges from 
his heart are bearing him away.... beating his 

: — senses out. Because he once held it, he still 

) Seat Sf clutches at the hope of success. .... He thinks that if 

i he could only continue to say, ‘‘ Ladies and gentlemen,” 

and have it go for a happy effort.... if he could only have 
his hearers dream that he was saying things right to the point. 

Why can not the listening people reward him at once with a round 
of applause? Do they really expect something of him? He has not a 
thought in his empty head. 

Oh, for an electric inspiration ! 

There must be a great deal that he could say.... but he can not 
grasp it. Running in his mind are only silly fragments. If he spoke he 
would say, ‘‘I don’t know who I am;” or, ‘* Why should I be here?” or, 
«¢ Why should the spirit of mortal be proud?” Or he would utter an in- 
sane screech. Evidently he has not had enough of the wine to give him 
courage. A foolish insistent voice says to him, ‘¢Wine is a mocker.” He 
tries to stop oe of that, and the voice goes remorsely on, ‘Strong 
drink is raging.” ....A thousand idiot words and phrases besiege him. 
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They patter on the inside of his head like pebbles falling into a brass kettle ; 
and the din distracts him.... It is only by strong force that he enables 
himself to say again, ‘‘ Ladies and gentlemen.” 

It must be a half minute since he rose. He reflects that expectation 
is standing on tiptoe. If he had only begun at first, so much would not 
have been looked for.... But timg is still passing, and each second is 
raising expectation higher. Oh, if he could.... could what? There is 
nothing within the limits of his imagination which could extricate him from 
his position.... He has an instant’s resentment against the toastmaster for 
calling upon him, but he is hurried away by the necessity of action... 
More people are turning their faces to him... Perhaps he has not been up 
so long yet. Perhaps not. /Pvrodadly not, indeed. It may be all right. It 
may not yet be known that he is an imbecile. ... But, horrors! It will be, 
for he will never be able to think. 

He would give the possessions of kings to accomplish something; but 
there is always the whirl before his eyes; the din of silly words striking into 
his empty head.... It is only a matter of TIME when his idiocy will be 
recognized... . when people will fully see it. What will happen? Will 
they lead him away?.... It must be nearly time now. He has perhaps 
only a few seconds of grace.... to overcome the incubus. It must be 
nearly time. It must be nearly time, it must be.... it was a close chance 
that he did not cry out with one piercing yell. 

He will resort to a remark in the stereotyped style about ‘‘ not taking the 
time of better speakers.” He has always ridiculed the age of the sentiment. 
What! can he not form the words to say it? He ponders upon it. It seems 
like the sublimest effort of human speech and oratorical skill. . . . 
‘¢Ladies and gentlemen, the eminent speakers who 
have.... pretended.... preceded.... me would 
have appeared much more eminent if they had 
followed me.” 

O the surprising result! O melody of the 
howl of laughter! O remedy for a mind dis- 
eased! His mind falls into sanity. He 
draws a breath of relief. 

While he enjoys the drops of this most 
balmy time, the laughter has ceased... .What!. 
They are expecting something further, and.... now 
that he has made them laugh, ‘hey are expecting even more than before! 
Why did he not employ the moment, while the applause lasted, to plan 
something new? The opportunity has gone. He stands as he did at first. 
He is doomed. The silly phrases again besiege him, and fall with a dead- 
ened sound into his head. He begins to speak, but he is not sure whether 
he does not stand mute. There is a great silence. ... He falls into his seat. 

Williston Fish. 
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JUST BEFORE BANISHMENT. 


His MATERNAL ANCESTOR.— Studying Grandma's portrait, 
dear? What do you think of it? 

Tommy.—I was thinking how sorry you must be that you 
ever growed up. : 




















TWO MOTHERS. 
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ORIENTAL DIPLOMACY. 











Mrs. MCWHIRT (Jumping from the curbstone, right into the middle of LONG SOK’ Mrs, McWuitrr.— Be gob! av Oi wor shtarvin' Oi'd not disghrace me mout’ wid 
1 laundry ).—Yez copper-mugged aligathurs ! thot! Pfwhat is it ? 
LONG SOKE.— Mlorning. LONG SOKE.— Shark flin. 
Mrs. MCWHIRT.— Oi ‘Il ‘mlorning" yez. Oi want th’ long-nicked Chinee thot Mrs. MCWutktT.— Me landlord's nem is Flynn, an’ it's a shar-r-rk he is; but Oi | 
bur-r-rned two double holes th’ size av shtove-lids t'rough me man's sicond-week shir-r-rt, seen him t'ree times yisterday, so's Oi know yez ain't connibols. 
. til | thwisht the scruff av his shpine. LONG SOKE.— llish gal velly much good style, too much good for husbland. 
LONG SOKE (offering chair).— Sittee dlown, smokee pipe. Mrs. McWurt.— Did yez iver see him ? 
Mrs. MCWHIRT.— G'lan’ out o' thot; who pit th’ iron on thot shir-r-rt ? LONG SoKke.— Him thlew blick through windlow las’ nightee. Said Long Soke been 
LONG SoKE.— Gin Yong. Him velly bad man; gettee killed ylesterday. praise his dlagon-face wifee, Mlissis Macflirtee. 
Mrs. MCWHIRT (erussing hersel/).— Is thot so. Well, well, (remembering her errand, ) Mrs. McWurtrrt. Did th’ ould sawphiskend adamahoun say thot? (Rising on 
but be th’ powers, he only seved wan day, fer Oi'd downed him mesilf t-day. Oi want ai — her toes.) 
dollar fer thot shir-r-rt. Cuorus.— Les. 
LONG SOKE (fo ASSISTANT).— Blooful lady, Sing. Velly pletty face. Heap good Mrs. McWutrt. — Oi'm goin’ now. Niver moind th’ dollar. Parthrick MeWhirt 
pidgin luck comee in. ‘ll nade all the holes in thot shir-r-rt t’ lave him git plashters an’ him, phin Oi git 
Mrs. MCWHIRT.—Arrah, shtop yure blarney; (smoothes her bang with her fingers.) trough wid him, Good day t’ yez f'r perlite an’ obligin’ gintlemin. / Goes out stealthily, 
Phy doan’ yez pit out th’ dollar, an’ lave me be goin’ ? and buys a mop-stick across the street.) 
LONG SOKE (offering a mysterious-looking slice of smoked material on a blue plate). James S. Goodwin. 
Lady not smokee, p'laps eaty ; Chlinaman's feast-dlay. 
a VANA VALETE. 
i Vain things farewell, you must delight no more; I must keep early hours, must cut the boys — 
Old pipe, adieu; you scent the curtains so— In fact I must be very, very good 
I ’T is strange she never noticed it before — And give up ali ménage de gargon joys. 
‘a A few more puffs, old friend, and you must go. So the old order passeth: these must go, 
No little games of ‘‘draw.” Well, that’s all right; These photographs; I ’ll toss them in the grate. 
The boys can visit Charley, now, or Ned. Clarisse, Ma Belle, Pepita, Bonnie, — no, 
No more sweet songs to while a Summer's night, I'll keep them; but I ’ll hide them, though, from Kate. 
Though we sang charmingly, she often said. Pipe, pictures, Jocuda, all under ban: 
No ‘focula aurata”; they ’re tabooed; Vana valete. 1’m a married man. 
ENVOY. 
Ah! Prince, I ‘ll give you a pointer, as men say; 
You, too, shall bid adieu to these some day, 
And make the sacrifice with fewer sighs, 
If only you enjoy them while you may. 
Marcellus. 
i 
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<PhOE MAmy, Maltsters, Brewers and Bottlers of Fine Ales and Brown Stout. 


C.H. EVANS & SONS, 


HUDSON, N. Y. 


Highest Purity and Strength. 


ALE THAT [IS UNSURPASSED. 


In order to meet the growing demand 
for our Bottled Brown Stout and India 
Pale Ale, we have greatly increased the 
capacity of our bottling establishment, 
and can now fill all orders promptly. 

Arrangements have been made with 
druggists and other dealers in bottled ales, 
whereby hotels, clubs and _ private 
families can be supplied with Ale 
and Stout bottled by us 

These goods are unsur- 
passed by the finest imported, 
and are noted for their fine 
mellow flavor, clearness and 
creamy head. They gratify the 
taste and prompt the appetite. 

3 f Endorsed by prominent physi- 
DION f cians and connoisseurs. 

| For over a century our 
brewings have been recognized as 
the standard. Protect American 
industries by using American 
Ale, superior to any imported. 

All goods bottled by us 
have our Trade Mark and 
Signature on the Label. 


C. H. Evans & Sons. 




















Brewery and Bottling Works at Hudson, N. Y. 
New York Depot, No. 127 Hudson Street. 
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PURE INVESTMENT. 


SAFE. CONSERVATIVE. PROFITABLE 


DEFERRED ANNUITY BONDS 


FEATURES: 
PARTICIPATION IN PROFITS, 
LIMITED PAYMENTS, 
RETURN OF PREMIUMS, 
CASH SURRENDER OPTION, 
Non-FORFEITABLE, 
No MEDICAL EXAMINATION. 





Now first introduced and offered only by 


THE HOME LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY, 
254 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 
ORGANIZED 1860. 


Holds $126.24 cen EVERY $100 isammeves 


These Bonds, which provide an annuity to com- 
mence at a selected future date, supply a want 
which has long been latent with persons of all 
classes, placing absolute protection against future 
contingencies of life within reach of Young People, 
Business Men, Women, Parents for their children, 
Guardians for their wards, and those who cannot 
obtain Insurance because of physical or hereditary 
disability. 

Apply, with statement of age, for rates and copy i 
of the Bond to the office of the Company or any of 
its District Representatives or Agents. | 45 
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' SIXTY-FOUK PAGES OF 
THIS FUNNY Pictures in Colors and Black-and-White, 


By Frederick Opper. 
WORLD 


Reprinted from PUCK. 
AS “PUCK” IT. 30 Cents per Copy. By Mail from the Pub- 
ERRATIC, LS TTT TIES 


lishers of PUCK on Receipt of 35 Cents. 


GRAND GOLD MEDAL 


11 E. 19th St., N. Y., 


HEADQUARTERS FOR RUSSIAN SABLE. 





A. JAECKEL, 


FURRIER. 


EXCLUSIVE STYLES IN 


CAPES, JACKETS, 
FUR CARMENTS, 


ETC. 


RECEIVER OF THE 


at the 


PARIS EXPOSITION 1889. 


NEAR BROADWAY. 








DOUBLE-BREASTED SACK COAT. 


IS MORE POPULAR THIS SEASON THAN LAST. THE MATERIALS 
USED ARE BLACK CHEVIOT AND THIBET. 

WE OFFER A SPECIAL LINE OF THE FINEST FOREIGN F. & H. 
THIBETS AND SIMONIS'S CHEVIOTS IN TWENTY DIFFERENT EFFECTS. 
SUITS TO ORDER, $20. 

WE RECOMMEND THESE GOODS EQUAL TO ANY FABRIC MADE 
ON THE GLOBE; THEY ARE GOODS ONE DOES NOT TIRE OF, 
ALWAYS LOOK WELL, AND NEVER WEAR GLOSSY, MATTERS NOT 
HOW MUCH WORN. 

THESE IDENTICAL GOODS ARE SOLD BY MERCHANT TAILORS 
AT $60, WITH NO BETTER TRIMMINGS, STYLE, OR WORKMANSHIP * 


| THAN OURS. 
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A WRITTEN GUARANTEE IS HANDED TO EVERY CUSTOMER, 
WARRANTING GARMENTS TO WEAR ONE YEAR WITHOUT A BREAK. 

SAMPLES, FASHION REVIEW, ‘TAPE MEASURE, AND OUR SIMPLE 
GUIDE FOR SELF-MEASUREMENT MAILED FREE ON APPLICATION. 
OUR MAIL-ORDER SYSTEM HAS PROVED A GREAT CONVENIENCE, 
WITH SATISFACTORY RESULTS. 


ARNHEIMS 


Mammoth Tailoring Establishment, 


BOWERY AND SPRINC STREET, 
NEW YORK. “4 




















Private Residences, 


Small Office 


for 


«- Otis 
Electric 
Elevator 


Send for Descriptive Catalogue. 


Otis Brothers & Co. 


and Steam Elevators. 


Buildings, 






I lospitals 


Stores, etc. 





Safe ; 
Simple, 

No engineer required ; 
Economical, 


Power taken from electric 
and required 


Standard Hydraulic 


sht line NEW YORK. 
hig 1 S, 
only when in nen. 


BEN EDICT’S DIOT'S TIME. 


* ou DIAMONDS and WATCHES 


PHILADELPHIA, 
A SPECIALTY. 
IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS. 


*« 
THE PLEASANT VALLEY WINE Co, 
YIIS is the finest 


‘THE BENEDICT” 
Keepers of the City Time, BENEDICT BUILDING, 
RHEIMS, 
Champagne pro- 


BOSTON. Pl T TSBU RGH 






















Is our patent Sleeve oe Collar Button, iy J seme, and easy to 
adjust. In Gold and Silv 
54 171 Broadway, Cor. Cortlandt 8t. NEW YORE * 
ESTABLISHED 1821. 42 
STEUBEN CO., 
NEW YORK. 
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duced in America, 
and compares 
favorably with 
European 
vintages. 





SULLIVAN, DREW & CO., 


Leading timate and Wholesale Dealers in 


eo 


600 & 602 BROADW AY, N. ¥. 


A Natural, 
Genuine Cham- 
pagne, fermented 
in the bottle, two 
years being required 
lo perfect the wine. 
Our Sweet and Dry 
Catawba and Por: are, 
like all our wines, made 
from selected grapes, and 
are Pure Wines. 









Bros., 


Stools, 


ieee i 


Manufacturers of Piano Piano Covers, 





Scarfs, Music Cabi nets, Piano Dusters, 
For Prices, Address as Above. | etc. The largest, fin est and most com- 
a —__—_—— plete assortment at store, 12 MK, 15th St., or 


Factory, 390 Canal St., N. ¥. Fine Silk plush 
Stools from $3 up. Illustrated Catalogues free. 


THE BOTTLER does n't make much noise in the world 
although he is a corker! 


~ HENRY LINDENMEYR, | 


PAPER WAREHOUSE. 


Nos. 15 & 17 BEEKMAN STREET. t 
BRANCH, 31, 33, 35 & 37 East Houston Sr. f 





New YORK. 











FAST WRITING— 229 WORDS IN 5 MINUTES | 


with one of our Fountain Pens, by T. R. TatTAvAtt, Editor Electric Age. 


HAVE ONE FOR CHRISTMAS. 


Nothing prettier or more useful. No one wants an old-fashioned pen now-a-days. A 
Fountain is always ready fon use, combines a gold pen and inkstand in one, and writes to 
suit any person, Ask for ‘‘ Star’’ and “Independent’’ Fountain and Stylo Pens. Price, 
$1, $1.50, and upward, of dealers, or by mail, post-paid. 


THe Nassau Bank, New York, Oct. gth, 1890. 
Utiricu & Co.— Dear Sirs: Having used the “Independent” pens for eighteen months, I can cheerfully 
recommend them as being eminently useful and reliable. Tuomas H. Harmer, Receiving Teller. 


Send for Testimonials and Catalogue. 


J. C. ULLRICH .« a co -» 106 & 108 Liberty Street, New York. 





Send to the Eastman Company, Rochester, N. Y., 
copy of “Do | want a Camera, 





A NEW VERSION. 
DocTorR.— My dear sir, you are all run down; 
you need a change of scene. 
PATIENT.— I guess you ’re mistaken this time, 
Doctor; I’m stage carpenter at the Washington 


| Square Theatre. 


ECONOMY AM WEALTH, but yoh kain’t buy 
yoh way inter fash’nable s’ciety wif it. 








Card Press, $3. Circular size, $8. Small news- 
aper press, $22. Fast 9x13 Jobber, $100. 
ou can save money and make big 
















A KODAK WINTER SCENE, 













money, too, by printing for others. Fun for 
spare hours. ‘Vype-setting easy by our printed rules. Send 2 
stamps for large « atalogue of presses, type, cards, paper, &c., 
direct to factory. 59 
KELSEY & CO., Meriden, Conn, 
. 0 
_— 
he 
é. 
fora 
* (illustrated) free by mail. 
WE ARE MADE TO 
SHOWING YOUR 
A SPECIAL MEASURE 
LINE OF AT 
CARR’S BPOPULAR 
ENGLISH PRICES. 
: * TINED 
MELTONS 
AS YOU 
AND ' 
Wilt.” 
BROOKS’ pia ; 
a Nothing Like 
EXCELSIOR Them 
KERSEYS. for Wear. 
145 & 147 Send for 
Bowery, Samples, 
Feed thd ) Fashion Sheet 
New York City Fi Gouler Soe rules. 














MAN Is the only animal that laughs. This is often pretty 
tough on the beasts in s the menagerie. 








| the at fout remedy for waa 
PEDINE, ing fhe feet SMALLER. Instant 
relief for cold or perspiring feet. On sale 
everywhere, or sent free on receipt of 60 cts. 
Sample package free at avon, or malled fora 
dime. lilustrated Pam “we y-~ et Free. 
THE PEVINE CO., WORLD B’LD’G, N. Y. 








Oo SEPH GILL 
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THE FAVORITE NOS. 503-404-332170- ens” 
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HIS OTHER ST. YLES SOLD BYALL eS -ERS THROUGHOUT THE , 


PARIS 
EXPOSITION, | 
(889. 


ee 


Sg 

















MOQ LAAN QQ ANNAE 


CASTORIA 


HUIS SVT “°°*¢0a 





— 


1\\\““XWS WANTS : 


NSSSS AAS 


Castoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants 

and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nor 
It is a harmless substitute 
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor Oil. 


other Narcotic substance. 


It is Pleasant. 


Its guarantee is thirty years’ use by 


Millions of Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and allays 


feverishness. 


cures Diarrhoea and Wind Colic. 


Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd, 


Castoria relieves 


teething troubles, cures constipation and flatulency. 
Castoria assimilates the food, regulates the stomach 
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep. Cas- 
toria is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Friend, 


Castoria. 


“ Castoria is an excellent medicine for chil- 
dren. Mothers have repeatedly told me of its 
good effect upon their children.” 

Dr. G. C. Osaoon, 
Lowell, Mass. 


** Castoria is the best remedy for children of 
which I am acquainted. I hope the day is not 
far distant when mothers will consider the real 
interect of their children, and use Castoria in- 
stead of the various quack nostrums which are 
destroying their loved ones, by forcing opium, 
morphine, soothing syrup and other hurtful 
agents down their throats, thereby sending 
them to premature graves.” 

Dr. J. F. KincHELOE, 
Conway, Ark. 





Castoria. 
‘* Castoria is so well adapted to children thas 


I recommend it as superior toany prescription 


known to me.”’ 
H. A, Arcuer, M. D., 


111 So. Oxford St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


“Our physicians in the children’s depart- 
ment have spoken highly of their experi- 
ence in their outside practice with Castoria, 
and although we only have among our 
medical supplies what is known as regular 
products, yet we are free to confess that the 
merits of Castoria has won us to look with 
favor upon it.” 

UniTep Hospital AND DISPENSARY. 
Boston, Mass. 





ALLEN C. Samira, Pres.; 


The Centaur Company, Ti Murray Street, New York City. 








SOME MEN - who cry out against Cant should | 





GEORGE EHRET’S 


Hell Gate Brewery, 








92d to 93d Streets, 


BETWEEN 2d AND 3d AVENUES, 
NEW YORK. 
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learn that Rant is da same Pa absurd. 





In Boarns, $1.00 
In Paper, 50c. 


224 pp. 12mo. 


IMPORTERS, MANUFACTURERS AND 
JOBBERS OF ARTICLES 


FOR 


CONFECTIONERS, CAKE BAKERS, 


HOTELS, 
61 Barclay Street, New York. 


a NO BRANCH 


cS. 


ESTABLISHMENT. 


ERT, 


MANUFACTURER OF 


ee ) 
Constable we Ce. 


















B. ' 
h @ “ng, 
[Itusteations by 
N RC-y- Taylor 
F+ Opper 

3-B: riffir) 


meat 








SCHALL « CoO. 





RESTAURANTS AND CATERERS, 


852 


“Ga 


Vanilla Chocolate Cream Drops 
AND ALL KINDS OF CONFECTIONERY 


IMPORTER OF 

FANCY BOXES AND FRUIT GLACES, 
| WHOLESALE AND RETAII )60 
No. 9 WOOSTER STREET, NEW YORK. 


LYONS SILKS, GRENADINES AND CAZES. 


BROCADED SILKS AND SATINS, 
White Faille, 
PLAIN AND BROCADED VELOUTINES, 


Satin and Veloutine for Wedding Dress. 


Embroidered Crepe de Chine, Mousseline de Soie, Grenadine and Gaze, 


THE LATEST LONDON FASHIONS 








““PUCK’S LIBRARY ” 





IS THE 
CREATEST 





PURELY HUMOROUS 


PUBLICATION 


IN THE 


| Opera Cloaks and Wraps, 


LYONS VELVETS, Plain and Fancy, 
Street, Carriage, Reception and Evening Dress. 


FURS — Seal, Otter, Beaver, Fox and Lynx Skins, 


> 
: Deoawovay AS 19th ct. 
New York. 


THE NEW 
1890 METEOR. 
SCIOPTICON. 


FOR 


IL AND 


Garments, Cloaks, Wraps and Jackets, 








0 
OUSE CAS 





ENCLISH LANCUACE. 


FOR E BEARD OR HAIR. 
f. Dyke's Elixir has restored the 
m my lead, when I was perfectly 


air 4 weeks. Sanam 
bald Biggs Bryan, Tex., Oct. emedy, in bott! cases, wit! 
8. Jo th Millard, says, Prof. Dyke's the finest perfume known, for 2 
~~ i pri “4 ~ asda haaey moustache tamps or silver, rth four times 
lip in 4 weeks, My face this amount. We secure, Address 860 
was entirely ‘smoot » Thousands more Smith Med. Co.Palatine. Ills, 





IMPROVED CONSTRUCTION, 
eer Music. et free. 


AEOLIAN = HARPS | 





Each number of Puck’s Lisrary Is a rich volume of pure and delightful G. J. HOLBROOK, 88 5th AV 
humor, (no — no personalities,) contributed by the foremost humor- 
rists, and Illustrated by the best artists. Puck's Lipkary is published —— 


on the 15th of each month, and can be had of all Newsdealers, who can also 


supply Back-numbers, which are never “ out of print.” 
0 cents per copy. $1.20 


Address, PUCK’s LIBRARY, 








r year. Send 10 cents for specimen copy. 
New Yo 


ork. 





Will D it Our nae —_ will force a 

0 Mustache in 20 days Full 

Beard in 30. Sample package, postpaid, lic. ; 

2 for 25c.; one dozen, 75 cents. Agents wanted. 
Wesson’ Mra. Co., 5 E St., Providence, R. I. 34 





An UNEQUALED HoLipay oR WEDDING PRESENT. 
WILSON 


ADJUSTABLE CHAIR. 


AVING over fifty changes of position, combin- 
ing a Parlor, Library, Smoking and Reclining 
Chair, a Lounge or Full-Length Bed. 


Over 100,000 now in use. 


merit. Send for Catalogue. 


This proves their 


SOLE MANUFACTURERS: 




















The Battle tor Life- How to Pluck Victory irom Defeat 


Wat 








Your health 
is a citadel. 
The winter's 
storms are the 
coming enemy. You know that this enemy will sit 
down for five long months outside this citadel, and do its 
best to break in and destroy. Is this citadel garrisoned 

and provisioned ? The garrison is your constitution. Is 
it vigorous or depleted ?, How long can it fight without 
help ? [lave you made provision for the garrison by fur- 
nishing a supply of SCOTT’S EMULSION of 
pure Norwegian Cod Liver Oil and Hypophosphites of 
Lime and Soda? It restores the flagging energies, in- 
creases the resisting powers against disease; cures Con- 
sumption, Scrofula, General Debility,and all ‘Anemic and 
Wasting Diseases (espectally <n Children), keeps coughs 
and colds out, and so enables the constitution to hold the 


fort of health, Palatable as Milk. 







How many people 
there are who regard the 
coming of winter as a con- 
stant state of siege. It seems as if the elements sat down 
outside the walls of health and now and again, led by the 
north wind and his attendant blasts, broke over the 
ramparts, spreading colds, pneumonia and death. Who 
knows when the next storm may come and what its 
effects upon your constitution may be? The fortifica- 
tions of health must be made strong. SCOTT’S 
EMULSION of pure Norwegian Cod Liver Oil and 
Hypophosphites of Lime and Soda will aid you to hold 
out against Coughs, Colds, Consumption, Scrofula, 
General Debility, and all Anaemic and Wasting 
Diseases, until the siege is raised. /¢ prevents wasting 


wn children. Palatable as Milk. 


SPECIAL. 
CAUTION. 


= Fortitied: 





—) 








A cough or cold 
is a spy which has 
stealthily come inside 
the lines of health 
and is there to dis- 
cover some _ vulner- 
able point in the fortification of the constitution which is 
guarding your well-being. That point discovered the spy 
reports it to the enemy on the outside. The enemy is the 
changeable winter climate. If the cold gets in, look out 
for an attack at the veal as To avoid this, shoot the 


spy, kill the cold, using OTT’S EMULSION 


_ of pure Norwegian Cod Liver Oil and Hypophosphites 








— Scott’s Emulson is put up in salmon-colored wrappers. 


only by Scott & Bowne, Manufacturing Chemists, New York. 
267 


of Lime and Soda as the weapon. It is an expert cold 
slayer, and fortifies the system against Consumption, 
Scrofula, General Debility, and all Anemic and Wasting 
Diseases (specially in Children). Especially helpful for 


children to prevent their taking cold. Palatable as 


=P i 
fick 


Milk. 


St orrTrs 
f= Wy 210} 





¢ 
Remember last winter’s siege. Recall how trying 


_ to health were the frequent changes of the weather. 


What was it that helped you win the fight with disease, 
warded off pneumonia and _possibl consum| tion ? Did 
you give due credit to SCOTT’ S EMU _SION of 
pure Norwegian Cod Liver Oil and oo of 
Lime and Soda? Did you proclaim the victory? Have 
you recommended this wonderful ally of health to your 
friends? And what will you do this winter? Use Scott's 
Emulsion as a preventive this time. It will fortify the 
system against Coughs, Colds, Consumption, Scrofula, 
General Debility, and all Anemic and Wasting Diseases 
(spectally in Children’). Palatable as Milk. 


— Scott’s Emulsion is non-secret, and is prescribed by the Medical Profession all over the world, because 
its ingredients are scientifically combined in such a manner as to greatly increase their remedial value. 


Be sure and get the genuine. Prepared 


Sold by all Druggists. 
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ANTILE 


a © | 3-0) DdiseASes 
wom VG 
eCURED BY) ) 
eh qi ticura 
bd 
. HUMOR OF THE SKIN AND SCALP OF IN 

4 fancy and childhood, whether torturing, disfiguring, itching, 
burning, scaly, crusted, pimply, or blotchy, with loss of hair, and 
every impurity of the blood, whether simpl_, scrofulous, or hered 
itary, is speedily, permanently, and economically ¢ ured by the 
Curicura Remepies, consisting of Cuticura, the great Skin 
Cure, Curicura Soap, an exquisite Skin Purifier and Beautifier, 
and Curicurka Resoivent, the new Blood and Skin Purifier and 
greatest of Humor Remedies, when the best physicians and all 
other remedies faii Parents, save your children years of mental 
and physical suffering. Begin now, Delays are dangerous, Cures 
made in childhood are permanent. 

Sold everywhere, Price, Curicura, soc.; Soap, 25c.; Reso 
VENT, $t) Prepare dl by Potter Drug and ¢ ‘he mical Corporation, 
Boston, Mass 

Send for How to Cure Skin and Blood Diseases.”’ 





a@@ Baby's skin and scalp purified and beautified by -"@A 
wa Curtcunr \ Soar “ea 


fl Kidney pains, backache, and muscular rheumatism re 
ad lieved in one minute by the celebrated Curicura ANTI 


PAIN PLASTER. § 25¢. 





Tae LATEST AND BEST. 





DELICATE, DELIGHTFUL, LASTING AND ECONOMICAL. 


Its fragrance is that of the opening buds of Spring. Once used 
you will have no other. 


Sold Ewerywhore. Try It. 


JAS. Ss. KIRK & CO., Chicago. 


/EDEN MUSEE, 


55 W. 23d St., New York. 


THE WHOLE WORLD 
IN WAX. 





“A MARVELOUS SUCCESS.” 


OTERO 


AND HER OWN COMPANY OF 
Guitarists 
and Dancers 
EVERY NIGIitT 
and Saturday Matinee. 


Admission, 50 Cents. 
Reserved Seats, $1. 


The Mystifying Chess Auto- 
maton, is here yet. 75 








AGASSIZ SAID OF CORONADO BEACH, ox DIEGO CO., 
CALIFORNIA *S CLIMATE THAT HAS NO EQUAL.” 
WRITE TO E. S. BABCOCK, JR. FOR DESCRIPTIVE PAMPHLET. 997 





FEN THE unseen can add to visible beauty. 
A fashionable label under the collar vastly 
improves the set of your coat. 


i 


A HARD BLOW FOR A PARENT. 
| «Why so upset, Lukers ?” 
«Did you see that picture of me in the Sun- 
| day Aindling ?” 
“Yes; but I wouldn't feel so badly about it. 
Everyone knows it did n’t look like you.” 
‘¢May be so, may be so; but my two-year- 


old boy recognized it!” 


| 
| 
| 
} 
} 





THERE MAY BE a time for all things, but the 
busy man prefers to tackle one thing ata 
time. 





CELEBRATED 


PIANOS 


Are at Present the Most Popular and Preferred by Leading Artists, 
Warerooms: 140, 151, 153, 155 EK. 4th St., N. ¥, 


SOHMER & CO. 
, SSS State Street, 


é « on Clab dg 
AN crt, MG... REVS Main Street, 









CHRISTMAS NUMBER 22% 
LZ 


















of the 
lence of 


AZINES, 





i elydin 


of those efforts in the future. 
December, 1890) brilliantly closes Volume XXX., and the fifteenth 


| ee 000 COPIES, 


and still holding the lead 3 every other periodical of its class. p tee 
the improvements already effected, and which will be further carried 
out during the coming year, are to be noted, an increase in the number 
of illustrations, combined with a marked advance in their quality; with 
a corresponding elegance and clearness of the typographical make-up. 


EVERY YEARLY SUBSCRIBER TO THIS MAGAZINE RECEIVES 


c< COLORED ART PLATE, 





gratifying success which, during the past 
has attended the efforts made in behalf 

ever-increasing literary and artistic excel- 
this MONARCH OF ILLUSTRATED MAG- 
insures a redoubled energy in the continuance 
The current Christmas number (for 








as well as over 1,400 
of choice reading. 


Frank Lecce » Popular Monthly is always interestin a always seasonable, because it employs the 
brightest pens upon topics essentially of the time, and subjects ntrinsically attractive ; while every article and 
story is illustrated wit : pictures from the best American and European sources. Among the regular features for 
the coming ye r will be: Leading articles on subjectsof American History and Progress, in Politics, Scienc e 





Invention, Literature and Fine Arts ; significant 


iographies ; chronicles of Travel, Exploration, Adventure anc 


Sport, in all parts of the world ; social sketches ; outing articles ; ; popular science papers; serial and short 





stories; poems; a 3"4 eographical Ye 
every Bt oon ~ ber. PER YEA 


There are, on an overaee Cw? punasod Illustrations to 
R. SINGLE COPIES, 25 rs. 


ADDRESS Mrs. FRANK LESLIE, “10 FirTH AVENUE, 





For Sale by / All Newsdealers or Sent on feadiot of Price. 


SMALL DEBTS are as bad as small vices; they 
cause more contempt and trouble than 
bigger ones could ever bring us. 











Very Finest Double 
Achromatic Objective 
Lenses, and Two 4 1-8inch 
Condensing Lenses. 


NO GLASS 


CHIMNEY. 





Illustration represents our 
Parabolon Oil Light MAGIC LANTERN. 


For projecting on to a white wall or screen from three-inch lantern 
slides, beautiful views ten feet in diameter. 

By substituting the Oxy-Hydrogen Light ‘for the Oil Light, the same view 
may be enlarged to twenty | feet with Lantern No. 45. It will enlarge slides 
of other sizes in proportion. 

We make thousands of Lantern Slides, plain, or beautifully col 
ored, illustrating a great many subjects suitable for Public Lectures in 
Churches, Large Halls and Schools; also for entertaining or instructing the 
Home Circle. 

We also make many kinds of Magic Lanterns, Stereopticons, 
ete., at prices varying from eight dollars to several hundred dollars each. 

For a remittance of $75.00, we will ship an Outfit consisting of Lantern 
No. 45 ; 75 two-inch Photograph Views, and 20 Colored Meehanical Slides. 
Our regular price for which would be $84.75. 

Catalogues free. Correspondence solicited. 

J. B. COLT & CO.,. Patentees and Manufacturers, 

66 16 Beekman Street, New York City. 


Nothing Succeeds Like Success. 





See 


THE MARQUIS. 


*« The Marquis ”’ is a soft hat throughout, combining the dressy 
appearance of the stiff hat, or Derby, with all the comfort of the 
former. 

The fact that this house has been established in the same 
locality in the city of New York for nearly 

HAF A CENTURY, 
and with “uninterrupted success,” is convincing ev!- 
dence that its methods of doing business, and 7ts //ats, have 
‘worn well’? with the public. 


ESPENSCHEID’S 


Celebrated Hats of Every Description. 
Salesroom: 118 NASSAU STREET, 118, New York. 


Order Blanks, prices, etc., mailed on ee 74 








: sTTINWAY & 80 


PIANO-FORTES. 





Warerooms - - - 


107, 109 & Ill E. 14th St., New York. 


THE STANDARD PIANOS OF THE WORLD. 


Are Used and Preferred by All Leading Artists. 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUES MAILED FREE ON APPLICATION. 


STEINWAY HALL, 




















LIEBIG COMPANY’S EXTRACT OF BEEF, 

















INDISPENSABLE IN 














GOOD COOKINC. 


If you desire Economy, Edibleness, and Quality, without exertion, in your 


Soups, Sauces and Made Dishes, use it. 


A self-made cook behold in me; 

And the dishes I make are fair to see; 

And savory are they to the smell, 

And they taste uncommonly nice, as well. 
And.would you know how I gain my end? — 
The Liesic CoMPANY is my friend. 








It is their EXTRACT that I use, 

And counterfeit brands I e’er refuse ; 
For this is the only extract that 

Is absolutely free from fat 


And from all that to taste impure can tend, 


So the LiEBIG COMPANY is my friend. 


For jelly and gravy. for soup and sauce, 

This self-made cook is ne'er at a loss, 

For the grand old, standard, well-known brand 
For beef-tea or bouillon comes nght to hand — 
And if to a friend a jar I send, 

That friend is the LrEBIG COMPANY'S friend! 
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COPYRIGHT 1890 BY SOHMER & CO 














A SMALL VIRTUOSO can be a small fraud, 
And you ‘Il oftentimes find him quite willing to laud 
Any firm that a favor has done him. 
But his cheap testimonial. does n't go far; 
For people are apt to see things as they are — 
And the eyes of the world are upon him. 


If you find a piano that's certain to sell, 
In seasons successful, and bad ones as well, 
Be sure it is merit that’s done it. 
The world gives no thought to the prais: that is bought, 
But it knows when it sees the piano it sought — 
And the eyes of the world are upon it. 


J.Ottmann Lith. Co.cucnswe n.¥ 











